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Identify  the  Lifetime 

pen  by  this 

white  dot 


The  best  gift  is  that 

which  serves  best 

The  Lifetime0  pen  is  a  fine  piece  of  engineering,  work. 
It  is  built  with  such  exquisite  accuracy,  and  of 
such  dependable  material,  that  it  is  freely  guaranteed 
to  last  its  user  for  a  lifetime.  In  places  of  wear, 
Waspalumin,  an  almost  precious  alloy  of  superla- 
tive tenacity,  and  iridium,  the  hardest  of  all 
metals,  are  generously  used.  A  magnificent  engineer- 
ing job — for  a  beautiful  and  appropriate  g,ift.  A 
g,ift!     One  that  is  a  constant  reminder  of  the  g,iver. 

"Lifetime"  pen  in  green  or  Hack,  $975;  Ladies',  $3.75;  pencil,  $5-00 
De  Luxe  "Lifetime"  pen,  $11.50;  pencil  $575-   Others  lower 

At  better  stores  everywhere 


Goblin 


Read 


VANITY  FAIR 


t  puts  you  over  the  net  socially 


WHAT  keeps  a  man's  mail  full  of 
dinner,  tea,  dance  invitations? 
More  than  any  other  one  thing, 
the  ability  to  talk  well  ...  to  amuse  a  dinner 
partner  ...  to  chat  gracefully  with  diplo- 
mats, faculty  intelligentsia,  visiting  English- 
men, and  old  ladies  from  Dubuque. 

Vanity  Fair  is  the  social  minded  young 
bachelor's  best  friend.  It  keeps  him  informed 
on  whatever  is  new  in  le  monde  ou  Von 
s'amuse  .  .  .  the  new  plays,  books,  music, 
films   .    .   .   the  new  conventions   in  bridge, 


motor  cars,  golf,  tennis  .  .  .•  the  new  trend  in 
well-bred  men's  clothes  .  .  .  the  modern  taste 
in  art,  fiction,  and  modes  of  thought.  Every 
month  it  picks  out  the  high  lights  ...  so  that 
you  can  recognize  what'sbeingtalkedaboutby 
any  group  of  sophisticated  people,  and  con- 
tribute to  the  discussionintelligentlyyourself. 
Sign  the  coupon  now  for  five  issues  of 
Vanity  Fair,  $  1  .  .  .  and  read  it  not  merely 
for  amusement,  which  you  will  get  anyhow 
.  .  .  but  as  part  of  your  education  in  the  ways 
of  the  cultivated  world  at  the  moment. 


RALPH  BARTON         MAX   BEERBOHM         EDOUARD   BENITO      HEYWOOD   BROUN      JOHN  DOS  PAS- 
SOS        COREY  FORD        BRUNO   FRANK        GILBERT    GABRIEL        ANDRE    GIDE         LOUIS     GOLDING 
f'ONTRIBUTORS        PERCY  HAMMOND         "BOBBY"  JONES         ROCKWELL  KENT        GEORGES   LEPAPE       WALTER   LIPP- 
MANN  COMPTON   MACKENZIE         FRANS  MASEREEL  GEORGE  JEAN   NATHAN  DOROTHY 

PARKER        HENRY  RALEIGH        ARTHUR   SCHNITZLER        EDWARD    STEICHEN         DEEMS    TAYLOR 
JIM   TULLY        ALEXANDER  WOOLLCOTT 


SAVE  75  cents  with  this  Coupon 

Bought  singly,  5  copies  at  35c  each  cost 
$1.75  .  .  .  through  this  Special  Offer  you 
get  them  for  $1   ...   a   saving  of  75c. 


Vanity  Fair,  Graybar  Building.  New  York  City 

□  Enclosed  find  $1    Or  which   send   me    FIVE    ISSUES  of  Vanity   Fair   begin 
G  Enclosed  fin,'  23.50  for  ONE  YEAR    (12  issues)  of  Vanity  Fair. 


Goblin 


Puzzle 

Find  the  owner  of  the 
stalled  car. 

Are  the  ladies  in  the  back 
seat  annoyed  or  pleased? 
What  is  thehost  thinking? 
What  is  the  man  standing 
in  the  snow  muttering 
under  his  breath? 


The  Party  Is  a 

Freeze-out  NOW/ 

T T  was  a  wow  of  a  party!  Inside,  in  the  cozy  warmth  the  spirits 
A  of  the  guests  rose.  Outside  the  mercury  dropped.  The  young 
man  pictured  above  "hated  to  go!"  He  didn't!  The  engine  flatly 
refused  to  turn  over.  It  was  a  case  of  One,  Two,  Three,  here  goes 
nothing!  He's  learned  his  lesson.  Next  time  he'll  fill  up  with 
Castrol,  too! 

Your  engine  requires  Castrol  in  winter  even  more  than  in  summer 
Specify  Castrol  Winter  Grades  "Z"  or  "C.W."  Castrol  flows  freely 
in  coldest  weather;  safeguards  your  car  from  devastating  "winter- 
kill."    Get  Castrol-Wise! 

m  WAKEFIELD  M 

CASTROL 

MOTOR   OIL     ^ 

Ask  for  winter  grades  "Z"  or  "C.  W. " 
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Cold  Turkey 

THE  old  colonel  was  having  a 
few  special  friends  in  for 
Christmas  dinner,  and  decided  a 
few  days  before  the  event  to  have 
Sam,  his  colored  attendant,  pro- 
cure an  extra  choice  turkey. 

"Sam,"  he  instructed  that  wor- 
thy, "here's  five  dollars.  I  want 
you  to  buy  a  real  nice  turkey  for 
Christmas.  An  extra  good  one 
mind,   you   rascal." 

Sam's  eyes  rolled  expressively 
as  he  pocketed  the  five  dollars 
carefully  away  in  his  jeans. 

"I  will  dat  Mistah  colonel.  Yo' 
sho'  neber  tasted  a  turkey  like 
yo'  has  dis  Chrismus,"  he  replied 
in  perfect  dialect. 

On  Christmas  night  the  colonel 
was  in  particularly  fine  spirits,  and 
his  joy  in  the  occasion  was  added 
to  by  the  grand  turkey  carried  into 
the  dining  room  by  the  grinning 
Sam. 

However  the  colonel's  joy  was 
short  lived.  To  his  chagrin  the 
guests  when  served  began  extract- 
ing numerous  pellets  which  looked 
suspiciously  like  shot. 

Finally,  as  one  guest  rescued 
several  pellets  of  lead  he  was 
unable  to  endure  his  annoyance 
longer,  and  hurried  out  to  the 
kitchen. 

"Sam,"  he  exploded,  "you  low- 
down  nigger!  That  damn  turkey 
is  full  of  shot!" 

Sam  rolled  his  eyes  at  the  mere 
recollection  of  his  shopping  expedi- 
tion. 

"Colonel  Boss,"  he  gasped,  "I 
tells  you  sah,  dey's  some  mistake. 
Dem  shot  was  'tended  foh  me!" 

SPENCER    FREER. 

We  Believe  You,  Sheriff 

Sheriff  Byrd  reports  having  seen  quite 
a  few  beer  hunters  passing  through  this 
locality,  on  their  way  to  the  Canadian 
woods. 

—Pembina  (N.D.)  Herald. 


To  Be  Continued 

" — Half  a  dozen  pairs  of  stock-  dozen  balls,  but  nothing  much  in 

ings,"    she    resumed,    "a    pair    of  that  line.    A  new  Orthophonic  with 

figure   skates,   a   fur  coat,   hats, —  plenty  of  new  jazz  records  would 

several   hats,   an   evening   dress, —  come  in  handy — also  a  new  radio, 

better    let    mother    select    that —  The  one  I  have  simply  will   not  get 

books,   I   can  always  use  books, —  anything     beyond     two     thousand 

novels    preferably,    and    a    sports  miles.      Well,    I    guess    that    just 

costume.      Now  of  course,   dad,    I  about  covers  everything   and    I'm 

could  use  a  new   roadster — if  you  sure  boarding  school   will   be  just 

feel  you  can  afford  it,  but  I  don't  adorable,    daddy, — if   you   get   me 

want  to  be  too  extravagant.     Oh,  those  things. 

yes,    a    couple    of    tennis    rackets.  "And  then  when   I   come  home 

I'm  going  South  for  a  while,  you  for  vacation  in   December   I'll  let 

know.      Golf    sticks?      No.      Well  you  have  my  Christmas  list." 
maybe    a    new    driver    and    a    few  — parke  cummings. 


"HE  MUST  DRINK  "N  AWFUL  LOT  OF  MILK  FOR  SANTA 
TO  GIVE  HIM  A  SLED  LIKE  THATI" 
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QBVIOUSLY,    the    talkies    have 
come  to  say! 


TJNIVERSITY  men  have  per- 
fected a  traffic  signal  system 
which  is  said  to  be  "almost  human." 
This  will  be  a  great  improvement  on 
the    old-fashioned  traffic   cop. 

A  CARPING  critic  suggests  that 
the  moving  picture  industry 
should  cut  out  the  movie-tone  and 
at  the  same  time  become  more 
risque.  Pictures,  we  take  it,  should 
be  obscene  and  not  heard. 
*        *        * 

f^HlCAGO  crooks  are  making 
"  their  headquarters  just  over 
the  State  border  line.  They  evidently 
believe  that  with  the  Windy  City 
gendarmes  it's  a  case  of  out  of  state 
oat  of  mind. 


QRAND  OPERA   is  to  be  taken 
into    the     country     by    troupes 
travelling     by     caravan.         Another 
touring    hazard. 

*  *        * 

«J  HAVE  walked  all  over  New 
York,'  says  a  none-too  suc- 
cessful novelist.  We  had  gathered 
from  the  reviews  of  his  book  that 
New  York  had  walked  all  over  him. 

*  *        * 

DOUMANIANS  whose  new  gov- 
ernment has  been  elected  by 
the  barnyard  vote  are  now  said  to 
be  looking  forward  to  a  stable  admin- 
istration. 

*  *        * 

SCOTTISH  politicians  are  com- 
plaining that  their  population 
is  being  debauched  by  American 
dollars.  Sorry,  but  the  Scotch  don't 
debauch   that   way. 


(<  T  AM  not  interested  in    cards," 
says  Mussolini.      Or  in    card 
players  who  make  the  Duce  wild. 

*  *        * 

IT    is    reported    that     submarines 
are    being    used    to    run    liquor 
across    the     Detroit    River.       More 
booze  in  border  dives. 

#  *        # 

"JTWO    indignant   citizens   recently 
kidnapped  a  Chicago  racketeer. 
If  a  citizen  kidnaps  a  racketeer,  that's 
news.  *        *        * 

lAfE  hear  rumors    of  a  new   razor 
to  be  put  on  the  market  shortly. 
Our  old  razor  is  all  right — what  we 
need  is  a  new  chin. 

A     pool    player     recently     played 
for  twenty-four  hours    continu- 
ously.     Do   we   understand  that   he 
played  that    long  without  a  break? 

—JOHN  CASLON. 


MODERN  KID:  "SAY.  WHISKERS.   IF  YOU'RE  CONSIDERING-MAKING  A  DELIVERY  HERE. 
I'LL  TROUBLE  YOU  TO  TODDLE  AROUND  TO  THE  TRADEMAN'S  ENTRANCE." 
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A  Merry  Christmas 
to  Dad! 


From  Mother— a  lovely 
Gothic  chair  for  the  hall 
— guaranteed  to  be  the 
most  uncomfortable  in 
captivity. 


From  little  Willie — a 
thrilling  murder  story — 
Dad  has  rather  a  gentle 
taste  in  literature  himself 
— Victorian  ballads — 
"Mary  call  the  cattle 
home" — "Come  into  the 
garden,  Maud"  —  and 
depends  on  the  market 
reports  for  his  thrills, 
but  L.W.  simply  eats  the 
thrillers  alive. 


From  Bob — a  necktie — and 
how!    Dad  isn't  particularly 
courageous   about    nechJLies, 
but  Bob  is  seen  here  visualizing 
the  effect  it  would  have  on  a  certain 
young  lady  if  he  should  appear  in  it 


From  daughter — 
a  divine  cigarette 
holder.  Nothing 
in  the  world  would 
persuade  Dad  to 
forsake  his  trusty 
Dunhill,  but  it 
would  loo\  too  gor- 
geous with  thai  ex- 
citing cloth  of  gold 
pyjama  suit  she 
has. 


From  dear  Aunt  Emmy — 
a  pair  of  lovely  warm  cozy 
carpet  slippers,  with  lovely 
purple  pansies  embroidered 
on  them,  and  the  person  who 
can  guess  what  Aunt  Emmy 
has  given  Dad  the  last  forty 
years  won't  win  a  Chevrolet 
sedan. 


OSBCDCfl 


1.  MEH^MEM 


MR.MEIGH- 
EN  is  a 
lawyer  who 
became  a  states- 
man and  is  now 
a  bond  sales- 
man, which  he 
regards  as 
steady  progress. 

He  has  defi- 
nitely decided 
that  nothing  can 
persuade  him  to 
return  to  poli- 
tics, unless  there 
is  a  favorable 
opportunity. 

His  chief 
handicap  in  life 
has  been  the 
stupidity  of  his 
fellows  and  he 
is  beginning  to 
doubt  now  if  he 
can  do  anything 
about  it. 

He  is  well 
acquainted  with 
Mr.  Mackenzie 
King  and  Mr.  Howard  Ferguson 
but  is  not  sending  a  Christmas 
present  to  either  of  them. 

For  a  clever  man  with  a  hard 
mind  he  is  surprisingly  susceptible 
to  flattery  if  it  be  rhetorical  enough. 

He  believes  that  the  most  inter- 
esting thing  in  life  is  his  family 
except   during   a   general   election. 

He  never  forgets  anything  but  is 
extremely  absent-minded  and  is 
quite  likely  to  go  to  a  funeral  in 
a  top  hat  and  brown  boots,  if  he 
remembers  the  funeral. 

He  is  fond  of  eating  grapes. 

He  has  gained  twenty-five 
pounds  in  the  last  three  years  but 
still  has  his  habit  of  laughing 
without  any  noise. 

He  prefers  night  shirts  to  pyja- 
mas and  wore  night  shirts  even 
when  he  became  prime  minister 
although  a  number  of  the  cabinet 
felt  that  he  should  sacrifice  them 
for  his  country. 

He  is  always  quite  friendly  with 
people  if  he  notices  them  and 
happens  to  think  about  it. 

He  is  without  sense  of  music  and 


enjoys  dancing 
as  a  matter  of 
violent  physical 
exercise  which 
causes  him  to 
perspire  freely. 
He  thinks  he 
has  not  become 
bitter  about 
things  and  is 
glad  of  this. 
J-jE  likes  work, 
some  kinds 
of  pie,  argu- 
ments, people 
who  are  intelli- 
gent, Rideau 
Hall,  being  suc- 
cessful, Laval 
University, sens- 
ible newspapers, 
getting  up  early, 
Bernard  Shaw, 
being  warm, 
having  too  much 
to  do,  finding 
out  mistakes, 
correcting  them, 
fruit  cake,  his 
friends,  mental  post  mortems, 
industrious  young  men, 
eloquence,   and    making  money. 

He  does  not  like  thick  soup, 
Laurier  House,  people  who  quote 
poetry,  Mr.  Mackenzie  King,  Mr. 
Howard  Ferguson,  Mr.  Louis  Tas- 
chereau,  movies,  people  who  laugh 
loudly,  Montreal,  people  who  don't 
understand,  young  men  who  are 
lazy,  Portage  la  Prairie,  addresses 
of  welcome, getting  dressed,  picnics, 
porridge  and  people  who  tell  lies, 
He  is  mildly  interested  in  alcohol, 
golf  and   Mr.   Patenaude. 

He  feels  sorry  for  Mr.  Bennett 
and  almost  sorry  for  Mr.  Guthrie, 
Sir  Henry  Drayton,  Mr.  Rogers 
and  the  editors  of  several  Toronto 
newspapers. 

He  smokes  very  little. 
If  he  were  a  young  man  again 
he   would    learn    to   speak    French 
and     thinks    perhaps    he    will    be 
able  to  learn  it  yet. 

He  understands  nothing  of  hu- 
man nature  and  once  thought  Sir 
Arthur  Currie  might  join  his  cab- 
inet. 


H1 


If  he  were  not  so  clever  he  would 
not  be  so  stupid  about  people. 

He  is  the  same  age  as  Mr.  Mac- 
kenzie King  and  is  pleased  to  re- 
flect that  this  is  the  only  point 
of    resemblance. 

E  is  glad  that  he  can  work 
harder  than  anybody  else  and 
in  Ottawa  took  satisfaction  in 
being  at  his  office  early  in  the  morn- 
ing after  debating  all  night  in  the 
house. 

He  is  surprised  and  somewhat 
disappointed  that  he  does  not 
have  to  work  so  hard  in  the  finan- 
cial   business. 

He  thinks  religion  is  a  good 
thing. 

He  is  very  anxious  that  his  life 
shall  be  a  success  but  is  less  certain 
as  to  what  success  consists  of  than 
he  used  to  be. 

He  talks  a  great  deal  more  now 
than    he    used    to    and    enjoys    it. 

In  politics  he  is  a  Conservative 
in  his  methods  and  a  Liberal  in 
his  beliefs  but  is  unable  to  realize 
either  of  these  facts  and  on  occa- 
sion will  vigorously  deny  them. 

He  lives  in  a  house  on  Castle 
Frank  Road  in  Toronto  and  in- 
tends never  to  go  back  to  Portage 
la  Prairie  unless  he    has  to. 

He  agrees  that  the  saddest  words 
of  tongue  or  pen  are  "it  might  have 
been." 

He  always  wears  stiff  collars 
and  frequently  has  trouble  putting 
them  on  properly.  If  his  tie  is 
knotted  nicely  it  is  rarely  his  fault. 
Since  putting  on  weight  he  finds 
that  he  needs  more  sleep  and  some- 
times wonders  how  he  would  get 
along  if  he  really  had  to  work 
again. 

— R.T.L. 


Everything's  Gonna  be  Alright 

Spells  of  all  kinds  released  and  broken- 
Love  apples  in  all  forms.  High  John,  the 
Conqueror,  Adam  and  Eve,  Black  Cats' 
Ankle  Dust  and  all  kinds  of  highly  appre- 
ciated roots  and  herbs.     Cash  or  credit.  .  . 

A  list  of  the  powders  offered  for  sale 
includes: 

Guffer  Dust  (New  Moon)  No.  I,  $50; 
Happy  Dust,  $40;  Black  Cats'  Ankle 
Dust,  $500;  Black  Cat's  Wishbone,  $1 ,000; 
King  Solomon's  Marrow,  $1,000;  Easy 
Life  Powder,  $100;  Tying  Down  Goods, 
$50;  Chasing  Away  Goods,  $50;  Boss  Fix 
Powders,  $15;    Buzzard  Nest,  $100. 

Dr.  C.  B.  Alexander,  Brooklyn. 
Adv.  in  the  Harlem  Observer. 

Why  be  unhappy? 
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'My  dear,  you're  a  widow  now!     How  perfectly  thrilling!" 
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potage  canoidien 


Sophistication 


HE  was  a  very  mod- 
ern little  girl,  and 
her  mother  had 
taken  her  to  a  de- 
partment store  to 
see  Santa  Claus.  On 
her  return  her  father  asked  her  if 
she  had  enjoyed  herself.  "Oh, 
yes,  indeed,"  she  replied.  "There 
were  all  kinds  of  toys  and  dollies, 
and  everything,  and  Trader  Horn 
himself!" 


Suggestion 

I 


T  seems  to  us — and  it  may  be  so 
many   years   ago    that   we   are 
wrong — but  still  it  does  seem  to  us 
that    in    our    youth    Santa    Claus 
came  to  the  department  stores  with 
his   train   of   floats  and   mummers 
some   time  just   before   Christmas 
when  the  snow  was  on  the  ground, 
and  one  had  no  fear  for  the  con- 
dition   of    the    reindeers'    hoofs 
after  their  long  journey.     Now, 
in   this  enlightened  day,  Santa 
Claus  comes  in  gray  November. 

In  this  way,  of  course,  St. 
Nicholas  serves  a  splendid  utili- 
tarian purpose.  It  is  unneces- 
sary to  more  than  point  out  the 
advantage  of  having  Santa  Claus 
in  the  department  stores  a  good 
five  or  six  weeks  before  the  holy 
day,  but  why  stop  here?  Being 
the  "draw"  that  he  is,  would  it 
not  be  wiser  to  have  Father 
Christmas  arrive  in  July?  He 
could  wear  a  red  bathing  suit 
and  be  followed  by  floats  of 
diving  mermaids;  or,  better  still, 
why  not  keep  him  here  perman- 
ently? Then  we  could  have  one 
long  year-in-year-out  Christmas 


shopping  rush,  and  isn't  that 
a  dandy  idea,  little  boys  and 
little  guruls? 

Yuletide  Etiquette 

N  view  of  the  unfortunate 
events  which  have  marked 
the  festive  season  in  the  office 
building  sector  during  the 
past  many  years,  we  have 
deemed  it  wise  to  construct  a 
code  of  behaviour  for  this  time 
which  may  serve  as  a  guide  to  the 
many  young  lawyers,  bookkeepers, 
bond  boys,  journalists  and  such 
riff-raff  who  delight  to  make 
scoopee  'round  the  wassail  bowl. 
We  offer  a  few  suggestions: 

(1)  Elevator  man  shall  not  be 
offered  drinks  for  the  purpose  of 
filching  the  elevator. 

(2)  Champagne  corks  shall  not 
be  directed  at  or  out  of  windows. 

(3)  Champagne  corks  shall  not 
be  directed  at  business  competitors. 

(4)  Empty  bottles  may  not  be 
thrown  out  of  windows  between 
the  hours  of  nine  and  five. 

(5)  Revellers  arriving  in  offices 
between  the  hours  of  nine  and  five 
shall  not  ogle  stenographers  with- 
out permission. 

(6)  All  ogling  permits  shall  be 
subject  to  immediate  cancellation 


upon  the  dissatisfaction  of  either 
party. 

(7)  Persons  wearing  cleats  must 
not  dance  upon  mahogany  desk 
tops. 

(8)  A  wastepaper  basket  over 
the  head  shall  not  necessarily  be 
considered  humorous. 

(9)  Persons  yodelling  or  cheer- 
ing out  of  windows  shall  be  sub- 
jected to  immediate  incarceration 
in  the  nearest  vault. 

(10)  Yodelling  in  vaults  is  per- 
missible. 

(11)  A  correct  list  of  all  offices 
visited  must  be  kept  for  the  pur- 
pose of  returning  hats,  coats, 
scarves,  etc.,  to  their  rightful 
owners. 

(12)  Admission  to  this  office 
shall  be  one  bottle  champagne  per 
person  (quart). 

(13)  Emission  from  this  office 
may  be  secured  immediately  by 
any  of  the  following  methods: 

(a)  Removing  the  lighting  fixtures. 

(b)  Throwing  the  telephone. 

(c)  Stepping  on  our  hat. 

(d)  Attempting  to  borrow  a  book. 

(e)  Attempting  to  relate  one  of  our 

favorite  stories. 

(14)  Frock  coats  shall  be  con- 
sidered outre  except  on  the  person 

of  Mr.  E— 1  S— th,  who  shall  be 
allowed  one  (1). 

(15)  Imitations  of  animals, 
shall  be  considered  bad  form 
before  twelve  midnight  on  any 
day  during  the  above  season. 

(16)  Wives  attempting  to 
reach  husbands  by  telephone 
shall  be  tendered  a  vote  of  sin- 
cere sympathy. 

(17)  Any  person  persisting  in 
clog  dancing  shall  be  sent  out 
for  more  ginger  ale. 

(18)  Taxi  drivers  charging  for 
more  than  two  hours'  waiting 
time     may     be     lynched     with 

mpunity. 


■TEETH  FILLED.  PLEASE.  AND  A  SHOE  SHINE 
AND  MANICURE." 


False  Face 

THE    anedote     concerns 
very     youthful      and 


the 

very 

dignified    member   of    the    City 
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Council  of  a  small  Ontario  muni- 
cipality. The  time  is  a  Sunday 
night  during  the  festive  season, 
and  the  eve  of  an  important  nine 
o'clock  council  meeting  in  the 
hero's  home  town.  The  scene  is  in 
Toronto,  where  the  young  coun- 
cillor disports  himself  in  the  com- 
pany of  some  more  or  less  irrever- 
ent spirits — human  and  alcoholic. 
We  are  informed  that  some  time 
during  the  whoopish  goings  on  the 
young  politician  reclined  upon  a 
couch  and,  if  we  must  be  gauche, 
"passed  out."  While  he  thus  lay 
dreaming  of  forensic  triumphs, 
some  of  the  other  members  of  the 
party  amused  themselves  by  paint- 
ing upon  his  face  whiskers,  a 
moustache,  a  goatee  and  beetling 
brows  with  a  piece  of  charcoal. 
As  the  first  rays  of  dawn  crept  over 
the  cigarette  butts  and  empty 
glasses,  the  potential  Mussolini 
awoke  with  a  start  and  asked  the 
time.  On  being  told  that  it  was 
seven  o'clock,  he  rose  from  his 
couch  with  an  incoherent  cry, 
grabbed  his  hat  and  coat,  dashed 
for  his  car  and,  before  anyone 
could  stop  him,  tore  down  the 
street  like  a  blind  nocturnal  mam- 
mal out  of  Avernus  (crossword 
puzzle  editors  please  copy).  It  is 
related  that  on  arriving  at  his  own 
Municipal  Chambers  he  burst 
straightway  into  the  Council  Room 
where  his  appearance  was  greeted 
with  loud  huzzas. 


Legend 


/"JETTING  up  these  darker  morn- 
ings reminds  us  and  gives  us 
courage  to  recall  the  venerable 
story  of  The  Miserly  Fishmonger 
and  The  Boy  Who  Came  Late. 

It  seems  that  once  upon  a  time 
there  was  a  miserly  fishmonger, 
and  the  more  that  he  fishmonged 
the  more  miserly  he  became. 
However,  one  day  as  he  was  sitting 
at  his  monging  and  mising,  he 
realized  that  he  was  not  as  spry  as 
he  used  to  be — in  fact,  he  was 
getting  old.  So  he  engaged  for 
himself  a  youth,  a  poor  sickly 
churl  whose  duty  it  was  to  appear 
at  the  fishmongery  at  four  o'clock 
in  the  morning  daily  to  open  the 
windows,  put  up  the  awnings, 
dust  off  the  fish,  and  other  sundry 
tasks     pertaining     to     the     craft. 


After  a  day  of  helping  the  old 
miser,  the  youth  was  allowed  to 
trip  home  gaily  to  his  rest  shortly 
after  midnight.  For  these  light 
services  he  received  the  monthly 
wage  of  $5.00. 

All  went  well  for  a  time.  The 
old  miser,  sleeping  in  till  almost 
eight  o'clock  every  morning  and 
retiring  again  at  nine,  found  that 
he  was  in  spite  of  himself  getting 
pleasantly  rotund.  However,  it  so 
happened  that  a  fishmonger  from 
across  the  way,  perhaps  a  little 
jealous  withal,  whispered  into  the 
miser's  ear,  saying,  "Look  here, 
about  this  here  new  boy  of  yours, 
it  seems  to  me  like  he  was  pulling 
a  fast  one  on  you.  You  think  he  is 
getting  down  here  at  four  o'clock 
in  the  morning,  but  I  hate  to  tell 
you  it's  sometimes  four-thirty  and 
even  occasionally  five  before  he  so 
much  as  shows  the  tip  of  his  nose 
'round  yonder  corner." 

"O-ho,"  said  the  miser,  and  he 
went  home  plotting  a  way  to  catch 
his  employee  napping. 

Well,  next  morning  the  miser 
gets  up  at  three-thirty  and  hides 
himself  behind  a  barrel  in  the  fish- 
mongery. But,  sharp  at  four  in 
comes  the  little  boy,  open  go  the 
windows,  up  go  the  shutters  and 
swish-flop-flop  go  the  fish  into  the 
big  tin  trays.  Well,  the  old  miser 
waited  for  a  favorable  oppor- 
tunity, snuck  out  the  back  door 
and  did  not  come  back  until  his 
usual  hour.  The  next  morning  the 
same  thing  happened,  and  the 
next  and  the  next.  The  miser  was 
getting  jolly  well  foiled,  and  what 
I  mean  he  didn't  like  it,  not  much. 
Well,  one  morning  the  old  miser  is 
crouching  down  behind  the  barrel 
in  the  back  of  the  shop  and  the 
clock  in  the  city  hall  tower  strikes 
four.  No  boy.  A  minute  passes. 
Two  minutes  pass.  Three  minutes 
pass,  one  after  the  other.  At 
TWENTY  MINUTES  AFTER 
FOUR  O'CLOCK  in  comes  the 
boy,  the  shameless  wretch.  Up 
jumps  the  miser  from  out  behind 
the  barrel,   staggering  with  rage. 

"Ah  ha-a-a-a-a-a!"  he  cried, 
thrusting  his  gnarled  and  crooked 
forefinger  in  the  boy's  pale  face. 
"AH  HA-A-A-A!  BANKERS' 
HOURS,  EH?" 


Little  Jack 
Belittle 

"II  STEN," 
"■*  writes  Arthur 
Pendragon.  "One 
should  surmise  that 
the  purpose  of  your 
bright  little  sheet 
is  to  add  to  the  sum 
of  happiness,  if  any, 
in  this  vale  of  tears. 
If  you  think  that 
that  long  letter  by 
Huron  Barnes,  en- 
titled 'Also  They 
Eat,'  in  the  No- 
vember issue  is  go- 
ing to  make  any- 
body happy,  please 
cancel  my  sub- 
scription, also  my 
Aunt  Matilda's.  If 
you  will  take  it  all 
back  and  apolo- 
gize, maybe  I'll 
keep  on  in  the  hope 
that  you  can  effect 
a  permanent  refor- 
mation. 

"The  letter,  as 
you  will  probably 
remember,  consists 
of  two  columns  and 
a  half  in  eight-point 
type  and  is  a  cata- 
logue of  daring 
dishes  to  be  had  in 
the  city  of  Mon- 
treal, and  the  res- 
taurants where 
they  may  be  ob- 
tained. Now  I  ask 
you!  The  publica- 
tion of  this  letter 
indicates  an  appal- 
ling lack  of  editorial 
sense.  In  the  first 
place,  people  that 
don't  live  in  Mon- 
treal can't  go  to 
these  joints.  People 
that  do  live  in 
Montreal  know 
about  them  al- 
ready. And  third- 
ly, I  myself,  who 
visit  Montreal  only 
occasionally,  and 
who  cherish  a  pre- 
post-prohibition  at- 
titude toward  the 
historic  city,  have 
never  been  able  to 
do  more  than  send 
out  for  sandwiches 
while  sojouring 
there. 

"You  are  bad, 
very  bad.  By  the 
way,  where  abouts 
on  St.  Peter  Street 
is  that  Roscoe's 
where  you  get  the 
mutton  chops?" 
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77je  Truth 
at  Last 

1V/IANY  of  our 
1Y1  little 
friends  will  re- 
member that 
last  month  we 
made  certain 
disclosures  upon 
the  mystery  of 
the  letters  P.K. 
which  are  ad- 
vertised as  the 
name  of  a  cer- 
tain chewing 
gum.  We  threat- 
ened last  month 
to  give  the 
whole  story 
away  in  this 
issue,  and  we 
are  glad  to  say 
that  in  spite  of 
numerous  at- 
tempts at  in- 
timidation, we 
are  now  pre- 
pared to  lay  full 
facts  before  the 
public.  Our  Re- 
search Depart- 
ment, after  go- 
ing into  a  com- 
mittee of  the 
whole  and  chew- 
ing steadily  for 
twenty -four 
hours,  have 
finally  come  out 
with  the  an- 
nouncement 
that  in  addition 
to  representing 
the  first  two  ini- 
tials  of  Mr. 
Phillip  Knight 
Wrigley  (so 
that's  his  name), 
a  study  of  the 
package  reveals 
that  P.K.  also 
stands  for 
"Packed  tight 
Kept  right. 
This  problem 
having  been 
finally  disposed 
of  we  may  now 
with  a  free  mind 
turn  to  solving 
even    greater 


ones.  Watch  our  future  issues  for 
further  examples  of  fearless 
journalism. 

Guide  to  Night  Life 
in  Toronto 

AS  the  gay  crowds  pour  out  of 
the  theatres  and  the  magic 
hour  of  midnight  approaches,  for 
most  of  us  rounders  arises  the 
problem  of  what  to  do  to  while 
away  the  hours  before  daybreak. 
A  thorough  initiate  ourselves  we 
gladly  pass  on  a  few  tips  for  the 
benefit  of  the  visitor  to  the  Queen 
City.  In  the  first  place,  a  perfectly 
rollicking  time  may  be  had  down 
at  the  Canada  Steamship  docks 
listening  to  the  fog  horn.  Many 
people  regret  the  passing  of 
the  old  Belt  Line  car  line, 
and  recall  happy  hours  spent 
making  the  circuit  in  this  way. 
In  the  old  days  the  whole  trip 
out,  around  and  back  again  could 
be  accomplished  on  one  fare, 
and  what  a  topsy  turvy  world 
it  was  after  all,  sighed  the  pleasure 
seeker  under  the  spell  of  this 
diversion.  Ah,  lack-a-day.  Now, 
however,  one  may  substitute  a  ride 
from  the  Union  Station  to  the  top 
of  Yonge  Street  and  back.  Two 
night  fares,  however,  must  be  paid. 
Conductors  are  very  strict  about 
that.  There  is  interesting  harmon- 
izing to  be  found  usually  in  the 
lane  running  behind  McMaster 
Avenue.  Very  good  for  local 
talent,  too,  although  a  large  bob- 
tailed  tomcat  is  no  longer  with  the 
company.  For  those  who  prefer  a 
touch  of  the  spooky,  the  echoes  of 
the  footbeats  of  the  policeman  on 
duty  at  the  corner  of  King  and 
Yonge  are  said  to  be  very  thrilling 
after  11.30,  while  for  real  thrills 
sweetheart-snooping  with  an  ad- 
justable headlight  along  the  road- 
side benches  of  Rosedale  Ravine  is 
said  to  be  delightfully  daring. 

All  this  by  way  of  prelude  to  the 
fact  that  our  agents  report  a 
strange  phenomenon  in  our  midst, 
to  wit:  an  artistically  decorated 
cabaret  which  is  actually  paying 
its  way.  This  rare  spectacle  is 
apparently  attracting  thousands 
of  the  curious  who,  it  seems,  dazed 
by  bewilderment  and  wonder  lose 
track  of  their  homing  instinct  and 
behave  in  a  more  or  less  delirious 
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manner  long  past  the  hour  when 
one  should  be  in  bed  with  a 
nine  o'clock  conference  in  the 
morning.  We  are  reliably  informed 
also  that  the  name  of  this  extra- 
ordinary establishment  is  Old  Spain , 
and  is  situated  on  Queen  Street 
immediately  above  Lazar's  Res- 
taurant, the  home  of  the  hereto- 
fore-mentioned ambrosial  h.replach. 

Rome  Builder 

1-1  IS  job  was  to  push  cars  around 
in  the  parking  station,  wash 
them  and  change  an  occasional  tire. 
He  was  engaged  in  the  latter  task 
at  our  behest  when  someone  im- 
portunately suggested  that  he  come 
away  and  help  him  get  his  car  out 
of  the  tangle. 

"Wait  a  minute,  wait  a  minute, 
don't  rush  me,"  he  replied.  Then 
turning  to  us  he  quietly  confided, 
"That  guy  thinks  Rome  was  built 
in  a  day." 

Remote  Control 

IT  isn't  our  story.     As  a  matter  of 

fact,  Judge  Jr.  broadcast  it  first, 
to  the  best  of  our  knowledge.  We 
take  pleasure,  however,  in  hooking 
up  with  this  American  station  to 
let  our  dear  Canadian  public 
have  it. 

It  appears  that  a  man  standing 
in  the  neighborhood  of  five  feet 
and  a  casting  office  applied  for  a 
job  with  Singer's  Midgets. 

"Pooh-pooh,"  said  the  casting 
agent.  "You're  about  four  feet 
ten  inches  high.  You're  not  a 
midget!" 

"Oh,  yes  I  am,"  replied  the  man. 
"I  am  the  world's  largest  midget." 

The  Movietone   Influence 

AT  a  local  radio  station  the  other 
night  a  request  came  in  over 
the  phone  for  Adeste  Fideles. 
As  the  pronunciation  of  the 
speaker  at  the  other  end  of  the  line 
was  a  little  vague,  the  broadcasting 
station  official  asked  to  have  the 
request  repeated.  Being  still  mis- 
understood, the  radio  fan  grew 
impatient. 

"Oh,  look  here,"  she  insisted, 
"you  must  know  it.  It's  the 
theme  song  for  Christmas." 

—JOSEPH  EASTON  McDOUGALL. 
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Quaint  Christmas  Customs 

Interesting — if  True 
A  MONGST  the  blonde  Eskimos, 
the  Christmas  Season  is  given 
over  to  outdoor  sports.  The  big 
racing  event  is  the  Aurora  Sweep 
Stakes  in  which  Walruses  (ridden 
by  trained  Penguins)  take  the 
place  of  horses.  The  purse,  con- 
sisting of  ten  gum  drops,  attracts 
entries  from  all  over  the  Arctic 
Circle.  Twice  around  the  North 
Pole  constitutes  the  course  which 
was  covered  last  year  in  the  re- 
markable time  of  six  months  and 
three  days  flat. 

*  *        * 

In  Patagonia,  the  Wifflets,  a 
pigmy  race  of  the  Negroid  type, 
celebrate  Christmas  Day  by  taking 
their  annual  bath. 

*  *        * 

The  Trappist  Brothers  have, 
from  time  immemorial,  devoted 
Christmas  Day  to  imparting  to 
their  cheese,  that  pungent  odor 
for  which  it  is  so  justly  famed. 
At  the  conclusion  of  this  solemn 
rite,  the  windows  and  doors  of 
the  Monastery  are  flung  open,  and 
the  brethren  wish  each  other  a 
Merry   Christmas. 

*  *        * 

Centuries  ago,  Christmas  Day  in 
China  was  known  as  "Pullee- 
Pullee  Day."  Then  nobles  and 
coolies  alike,  thronged  the  streets 
tugging  impartially  at  each  other's 
pig-tails.  This  quaint  custom  was 
prohibited  by  Imperial  edict  in 
the  year  1403  when  an  intoxicated 
Mandarin  gave  the  Emperor's  pig- 
tail so  hearty  a  jerk  that  the 
queue  came  off  in  his  hand. 

*  *        * 

In  the  Never-Never  lands  of 
Australia,  the  natives  spend  the 
entire  Christmas  week  in  hunting. 
Mounted  on  Kangaroos,  and  ac- 
companied by  packs  of  Wombats, 
they  pursue  the  duck-billed  Platy- 
pus, who  seeks  safety  in  the  upper 
branches  of  the  nearest  gum  tree. 
When  captured,  the  aborigines 
extract  the  quack  from  their 
quarry,  this  being  highly  esteemed 
on  account  of  its  musical  quality. 

*  *        * 

In  Mexico  a  close  season  on 
Presidents  is  declared  during  the 
Christmas  week. 

A  nominal  fine  is  imposed  upon 
those    violating    the    law    for    the 
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Kid:  "Merry  Christmas,  Mr.  Smith,  and  ma  says  do  you  know 
your  roof's  on  fire!" 


first  time,  but  a  repetition  of  the 
offence  results  in  the  culprit's 
license  being  revoked. 

*        *        * 

On  Christmas  Eve,  in  Chicago, 
the  Gunmen's  Union  foregathers 
at  the  City  Hall. 

After  a  few  words  of  welcome 
by  prominent  civic  officials,  bombs 
and  automatics  are  distributed, 
and  the  guests  throw  themselves 
whole-heartedly  into  the  evening's 
entertainment. 

The  entrance  fee  includes  the 
use  of  patrol-waggons  to  the  Hall, 
and  hearses  therefrom. 

H.   B.  CHIPMAN. 


Question  to  the  Editor 

IX/HEN  snowflakes  are  falling 
And  sleigh  bells  are  calling 

To  tell  us  that  Santa  is  due; 
Their  ring  as  he  hurries 
Through  blizzards  and  flurries 

Inspire  his  reindeers  anew. 

The  bells  as  they  tingle 
And  merrily  jingle 

Are  spurs  to  his  steeds  as  they 
fly: 
But  what,  I  inquire, 
Is  there  to  inspire 

This  stuff  in  the  heat  of  July? 

CARROLL   CARROLL 

Getting  his  Stuff  Out  on  Time. 


I   LOVE  the  simple  life 

And  all  that  it  connotes; 
The  wastes  both  North  and  South, 

The  isles  you  reach  in  boats 
Have  caused  my  heart  to  pant 

As  camels  for  oases; 
I  long  to  pull  up  stakes 

And  leave  for  open  spaces; 
I'd  like  to  pioneer 


The  Hedonistic  He-Man 

Some  outpost  of  the  nation, 
But  in  default  of  this 

I   find  some  compensation: 


To  see  life  in  the  raw 

And  wrestle  with  the  wilds 

I  go  to  sub-deb  dances 

That  finish  up  at  Child's. 

E.  H.  BURR. 
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Jasta  Grand  Old-fashioned  Christmas 


HEN  Dad  said: 
"Clarice,  we're  going 
to  spend  Christmas 
in  Kingston,''  I  said: 
"Oh,  Dad,  that's  the 
King's  Plate.  Only 
why  Christmas?  For  every  single 
soul  will  have  gone  home  for  the 
holidays."  So  then  he  explained 
carefully  that  by  Kingston  he 
didn't  mean  anything  to  do  with 
R.M.C.  or  Queen's  but  that  Aunt 
Sarah  lived  in  Kingston  and  she 
had  invited  us  to  go  to  her  for  a 
regular  old-fashioned  Christmas. 
He  said  that  there  wouldn't  be 
anyone  there  much  under  thirty 
but  that  Aunt  Sarah  had  raked  in 
dozens  of  the  relations  and  poor 
old  Dad  thought  it  a  good  chance 
to  introduce  me  to  the  family  con- 
nection. 

"They've  heard  so  much  about 
you,"  he  added  with  a  queer  sort 
of  grin. 

So  as  it  seemed  they  were  simply 
yearning  to  see  me  and  poor  old 
Dad  was  yearning  to  show  me  off, 
I  hadn't  the  heart  to  say  very 
much  so  I  just  gave  a  weak  sort  of 
moan  and  told  him  it  meant  I'd 
miss  the  most  absolute  cocktail 
party  on  Christmas  Eve.  Dad 
said  he  was  just  as  glad  for  he 
wanted  me  to  see  what  a  good  time 
people  could  have  at  just  an  old- 
fashioned  Christmas  party  with 
nice   wholesome   fun   and    without 


The  tale  tells  of  how  one 
Clarice  Montague  came  into 
the  staid  and  proper  assem- 
blage of  an  old-time  family 
Christmas  gathering  and 
what  came  of  it. 

any  jazz  or  cocktails  to  speak  of. 
Well,  the  idea  of  stuffing  myself 
with  plum  pudding  didn't  appeal 
to  me  much  but  I  could  see  such  a 
wistful  light  in  poor  old  Dad's 
eyes  that  I  just  hugged  him  and 
told  him  I'd  do  my  best  to  forget 
I  was  modern  and  be  old-fashioned 
for  one  night. 

Dad  said  I  was  to  go  by  the  one 
o'clock  train  and  he'd  try  and  meet 
me  at  the  station  but  if  he  couldn't 
get  away  I  was  to  go  on  without 
him.  He  said  he  might  miss  the 
dinner  but  he  hoped  to  be  there 
in  time  for  a  bit  of  the  Christmas 
tree  and  the  fun  afterwards  and 
I  hoped  so  too  for  I  didn't  really 
know  how  I  was  going  to  bear  up 
but  watching  Dad  having  all  that 
nice  wholesome  fun  he  talked  so 
much   about   might  help  some. 

Just  before  train  time  he  tele- 
phoned to  say  he  wouldn't  be 
able  to  make  the  one  o'clock  train 
and  would  I  go  down  to  the  cellar 


\  \  lllicim  £  Scot  rice 
%dpath 


and  hunt  up  a  bottle  of  brandy  and 
slip  it  into  my  suitcase  as  he  had 
promised  it  to  Aunt  Sarah  for  the 
plum  pudding  sauce.  So  I  said 
that  would  be  all  right  and  I  slipped 
in  two  bottles  that  seemed  from 
the  labels  to  be  the  real  old  stuff 
for  I  wanted  to  make  sure  that 
Aunt  Sarah's  plum  pudding  sauce 
would  be  quite  right  since  I  knew 
how  poor  old  Dad  felt  about 
plum  pudding  and  mince  pies  and 
all   the  dear  old-fashioned   things. 

Well,  when  I  got  on  the  chair 
car  and  had  a  look  round,  I  began 
to  f-el  the  most  awful  yearning  sort 
of  feeling  I  had  ever  felt  in  all  my 
life,  for  there  just  opposite  me  were 
three  of  the  best  looking  men  I 
had  ever  seen  and  I  began  thinking 
of  all  the  aged  relations  I  was  going 
to  spend  Christmas  with  until 
I  felt  like  saying:  "Oh,  isn't  life 
awful." 

I  don't  really  know  how  it 
happened,  it  being  just  one  of  those 
things  that  are  always  happening 
but  a  few  minutes  after  the  train 
had  started  they  had  all  changed 
over  to  my  side  of  the  car  and  I 
was  telling  them  of  the  dreadful 
time  I  was  going  to  have  and  how 
I  would  have  to  stuff  myself  to  the 
eyes  with  plum  pudding  and  mince 
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pies  and  pop  off  kids'  crackers 
with  old  gentlemen  who'd  probably 
try  to  kiss  me  under  the  mistletoe 
in  the  real  old-fashioned  way.  And 
that  seemed  to  make  them  all  feel 
so  blue  that  I  began  to  feel  sorry 
for  them  as  well  as  for  myself 
and  I  said:  "I  expect  the  only 
interesting  man  there  will  be  Santa 
Claus  and  perhaps  he'll  give  me  a 
bit  of  a  whirl." 

Well,  they  all  seemed  to  think 
that  was  funny  and  they  began  to 
make  so  much  noise  laughing  that 
the  porter  kept  coming  to  the  door 
at  the  end  of  the  car  and  giving 
us  black  looks.  Well,  it  seemed 
that  they  were  on  their  way  to  a 
house  party  in  Kingston  too,  but 
theirs  was  to  be  a  very  modern 
sort  of  party  and  Blue  Montgomery 
had  brought  along  his  saxophone 
and  they  said  they  expected  to 
have  a  most  uproarious  time.  Well, 
I  got  sorrier  and  sorrier  for  myself 
and  just  felt  as  though  I  couldn't 
bear  it.  I  had  to  keep  remember- 
ing and  remembering  poor  old 
Dad  and  how  wistful  and  pathetic 
he  had  been  about  his  old-fashioned 
Christmas  and  that  wistful  look 
in  his  face  was  just  like  a  life  buoy 
to  keep  me  up  when  I  began  think- 
ing of  the  fun  Blue  and  Mud  and 
Turk  were  going  to  have  with  their 
saxophone.  Well,  then  the  porter 
came  in  and  told  us  the  next  stop 
was  Kingston  and  he  seemed  sort 
of  glad  about  something  and  every- 
one began  saying  good-bye  until 
some  of  the  people  in  the  chair  car 
began  to  get  quite  nasty  and  make 
quite  audible  remarks  about  the 
"young  people  these  days."  But 
I  forgave  them  because  I  knew 
they  were  only  yearning  to  be 
young  again  themselves.  Blue 
said:  "Cheer  up,  Clarice,  there 
may  be  a  good  time  coming." 
So  I  said  I  would  do  my  best  and 
then  I  saw  Aunt  Sarah  who  had 
come  to  meet  me  in  the  limousine. 
Well,  as  soon  as  she  saw  me  she 
said:  "There!  I  knew  all  the 
things  I've  heard  about  you  weren't 
true  and  I  think  you're  just  the 
dearest  child  to  come  to  an  old- 
fashioned  Christmas  party.  You'll 
be  just  like    a  little  sunbeam." 

Well,  I  began  wondering  and 
wondering  how  I   was  going  to  be 


a  little  sunbeam  for  I  wanted  to 
please  the  dear  old  thing  so  as  not 
to  disappoint  poor  old  Dad.  So 
while  I  was  thinking  about  it,  Aunt 
Sarah  went  on  to  tell  me  all  about 
the  Christmas  tree  and  the  presents 
and  the  yards  of  evergreen  that 
she  had  draped  all  over  the  house 
and  the  wreaths  of  holly  and 
mistletoe  she  had  hung  up  in  the 
most  unexpected  places  until  I 
nearly  sobbed  at  the  thought  of  all 
the  dear  old  gentlemen    who  would 


To  One  Who  Will  Be 

Fourteen    Months' 

Old  in  December 

\FOU'RE  really  much  too  young, 

I  ween, 
To  find  much    in   the   Christmas 

scene. 
You  would  not  hear  them   if  the 

hoofs 
Of     reindeers     clattered     on     the 

roofs. 
Or   if  your  sock  before  the  grate 
Should     hang,     you     would     not 

sleepless  wait 
The   noisy  parcel-opening  dawn. 
I  fear   you    are    a    pagan   faun. 
But,    lest    the    ancient    holy    rites 
Be     unobserved,     we'll    stay     up 

nights, 
Your  parents  will,  and  trim  the 

spruce 
With    doo-dabs.        It's    a    swell 

excuse. 

J.E.M. 


be  insisting  on  kissing  me  at  the 
most  unexpected  moments.  She 
said  Great  Uncle  Ebenezer  was 
bringing  over  a  punch  bowl  that 
had  been  in  the  family  over  a 
hundred  years  and  Aunt  Sarah 
said  that  she  was  going  to  be 
really  old-fashioned  and  have  the 
punch  bowl  in  the  hall  so  that 
everyone  could  have  a  sip  when 
they  came  in  and  she  squeezed 
my  hand  and  told  me  I  had  better 
not  take  too  big  a  taste  for  she  was 
putting  a  little  something  in  it, 
ust  to  "give  it  a  flavor,  you 
know,    dear." 

I  told  her  I  was  sure  it  was  going 
to  be  the  most  wonderful  party 
and  that  poor  old  Dad  was  looking 
forward  to  it  so  much  and  then 
I   could  scarcely  keep  back  a  sob 


as  I  saw  out  of  the  corner  of  my 
eye  the  motor  with  Blue  and  Mud 
and  Turk  whizz  past  at  that 
moment.  And  Blue  put  the  saxo- 
phone out  of  the  window  of  their 
car  and  gave  the  most  awful 
wailing  moan  and  poor  Aunt  Sarah 
put  both  her  hands  up  to  her  ears 
and  said  how  thankful  she  was 
I  wasn't  going  to  that  sort  of  a 
party,  for  she  knew  just  to  look 
at  me  that  I  wasn't  one  of  those 
modern  young  people  you  were 
always  hearing  such  tales  about, 
for  I  looked  so  sweet  and  she  was 
sure  they  must  get  very  jaded 
looking  what  with  the  late  hours 
and  cocktails  and  one  thing  and 
another. 

Well,  I  tried  to  hide  that  awful 
yearning  feeling  as  I  saw  the  motor 
with  Blue  and  the  others  disappear 
ahead.  It  wasn't  until  I  was 
dressed  for  dinner  that  I  remem- 
bered about  the  brandy,  one  thing 
and  another  having  completely  put 
it  out  of  my  head.  So  by  that  time 
I  was  sure  it  was  too  late  for  the 
plum  pudding  sauce.  And  then  I 
remembered  what  Aunt  Sarah  had 
said  about  my  being  a  little  sun- 
beam to  the  party  and  I  thought 
here  was  my  chance  to  be  just 
that. 

So  I  took  the  two  bottles  of 
brandy  and  slipped  quietly  down- 
stairs. There  was  no  one  in  the 
hall,  just  an  enormous  punch  bowl 
that  was  so  big  it  looked  like  a  bath 
and  there  were  innocent  little 
cherries  taking  a  bath  in  it  and 
slices  of  oranges  and  lemons  float- 
ing about.  The  bowl  was  full  to 
the  top  so  I  tried  a  couple  of 
glasses  of  it  and  it  was  just  as 
innocent  as  it  looked.  The  poor 
old  dears,  I  thought,  as  I  emptied 
some  of  it  out  and  poured  both 
bottles  of  brandy  in,  trying  my 
best  to  be  the  little  sunbeam 
Aunt  Sarah  had  talked  so  much 
about. 

Well,  it  was  just  as  I  had  ex- 
pected— a  whole  tribe  of  relations 
in  a  line  coming  up  to  me  and  each 
one  saying:  "So  this  is  little 
Clarice!  How  you've  grown, 
dear!"  and  kissing  me  and  one 
old  gentleman  I  noticed  went  back 
to  the  end  of  the  line  so  as  to 
meet  me  all  over  again. 
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Well,  I  was  glad  when  we  all 
started  for  the  dining  room,  two 
by  two,  like  the  animals  going  into 
the  ark.  The  dinner  was  pretty 
terrible  but  it  was  quaint  to  watch 
some  of  those  old  people  and  see 
the  plates  of  oysters  disappear 
and  what  mountains  of  turkey  and 
plum  pudding  they  could  tuck 
away  without  it  making  the  least 
difference  in  their  appearance.  But 
all  the  time  that  awful  yearning 
feeling  would  come  over  me  when- 
ever I  thought  of  that  gay  party 
and  the  wonderful  times  Blue  and 
Mud  and  Turk  must  be  having. 

Well,  after  dinner,  Great  Uncle 
Ebenezer  took  my  hand  under  his 
arm  and  led  me  to  the  punch 
bowl.  "Just  a  taste  of  punch  for 
this  little  girl  or  it  wouldn't  be 
Christmas,"  he  shouted.  Every- 
one followed  us  and  began  trying 
out  the  punch.  Well,  it  tasted  as 
smooth  as  a  gorilla's  larynx  and 
somehow  the  cherries  bobbing 
about  in  it  didn't  look  nearly  as 
innocent  as  they  did  before.  Uncle 
Ebenezer  took  a  glassful  and  then 


he  stood  sort  of  tasting  it  thought- 
fully, I  thought  and  he  said: 
"Not  bad  for  Aunt  Sarah,  not  bad 
at  all.  I  don't  believe  another 
glass  of  it  would  hurt  me.  Per- 
haps, my  dear,  I  gave  you  too 
much."  But  I  had  finished  mine 
by  that  time  and  I  began  to  feel 
as  though  I  had  springs  in  my 
legs.  It  was  hard  to  keep  my 
feet  on  the  floor  and  Uncle  Eben- 
ezer seemed  to  feel  much  the  same 
after  he  had  finished  his  second 
glass  for  he  grabbed  me  round  the 
waist  and  began  whirling  me  round 
and  round  in  the  very  queerest 
dance  you  could  imagine.  Well, 
he  kept  on  whirling  me  round  till 
Aunt  Sarah  cried  out:  "That  will 
do,  Uncle  Ebenezer,  we're  going 
to  play  donkey  while  Santa  Claus 
is  getting  ready."  It  seemed  that 
Uncle  Andrew  was  going  to  be 
Santa  Claus,  and  while  he  went 
upstairs  to  change  into  Santa 
Claus,  Aunt  Sarah  hung  a  picture 
of  a  donkey  on  the  portieres  and 
gave  each  of  us  a  tail  with  a 
number  on  it.  You  were  blind- 
folded and  this  dear  old-fashioned 
game  was  to  see  how  near  you 
could  come  to  pinning  your  tail 
on  the  place  where  it  ought  to 
grow. 

Uncle  Ebenezer  won  the  booby 
prize.  In  spite  of  his  being  faced 
towards  the  portieres  he  managed 


to  turn  right  round  and  landed  up 
at  the  punch  bowl  in  the  most 
extraordinary  way.  And  then  all 
of  a  sudden  there  came  a  jingle 
of  sleigh  bells  from  the  stairs 
which  startled  everyone  and  Uncle 
Ebenezer  had  a  fit  of  coughing 
through  swallowing  a  cherry.  Then 
down  the  stairs  came  Santa  Claus 
and  pranced  into  the  music  room 
and  we  all  followed  after  him. 

Down  at  one  end  of  the  room  was 
one  of  the  biggest  Christmas  trees 
I'd  ever  seen.  It  was  all  sparkling 
with  candles  and  little  packages 
tied  all  over  it  and  Uncle  Andrew 
in  his  red  suit  and  snow  boots 
began  capering  round  it.  Then 
he  began  making  jokes  and  handing 
out  the  presents,  and  Uncle 
Ebenezer  seemed  to  think  Santa 
Claus  ought  to  have  another  taste 
of  the  punch  to  liven  up  the  jokes 
which  were  pretty  stodgy.  And 
then  there  was  the  greatest  commo- 
tion in  the  hall  you  ever  heard  and 
Uncle  Ebenezer  re-appeared  bring- 
ing back  with  him  four  Santa 
Clauses,  all  in  masks  and  red 
coats  and  one  of  them  carried  a 
saxophone  under  his  arm.  Well, 
when  I  saw  the  saxophone  I  just 
said  to  myself:  "Isn't  life  wonder- 
ful." And  Blue  came  up  to  me 
and  whispered  through  his  mask: 
"Some  punch  that!"  And  then  he 
(Continued  on  page  38) 
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PAUL 

WHITE  MAN 

Plays  Exclusively  for 
Columbia 

The  master  exponent  of  modern  music  thrills 
capacity  audiences  wherever  he  plays. 
In  your  home  you  can  experience  the  same 
thrill— sense  the  charm  of  Whiteman's  amaz- 
ing personality — the  magic  of  his  famous 
orchestra,  on  Columbia  Viva-tonal  Records. 
Whiteman  now  records  exclusively  for  Col- 
umbia— only  on  Viva -tonal  Records  can  you 
hear  his  latest  hits. 

COLUMBIA    NEW    PROCESS    RECORDS    BY 
PAUL  WHITEMAN  AND  HIS  ORCHESTRA 


1553-D 

10-inch 
75c 


1465 -D 

10-inch 
75c 

1448 -D 

10-inch 
75c 

1401-D 

10-inch 
75c 

1441 -D 

10-inch 
75c 

1444 -D 

10-inch 
75c 

50095 -D 

12-inch 
$1.25 


Roses  of  Yester 
Blue   Nights 

Fox  Tr 


(Vocal  Refr 
(Vocal    Refr 


Just  a  Little  Bit  O'Driftwood 

(Vocal   Refra 
Out -O* -Town   Gal  (Vocal  Refra 

Fox  Trots 

I'm  On   the  Crest  of  a  Wave— Fr 
George  White's  "Scandals" 

(Vocal   Refr 


Chiquita— Walt2 


(Vocal    Refrain) 


(Vocal    Refrain) 


in  the  Moonlight — FoxTr 


Last  Night  I  Dreamed  You  Kissed  Me 

(Vocal    Chorus) 
Evening   Star  (Vocal    Quartette) 

Fox   Trots 

Just  Like  a  Melody  Out  of  the  Sky 

(Vocal    Refrains) 
Because  My  Baby  Don't  Mean  "May- 
be"  Now — Fox  Trots 


That's  My  Weakness  Now 

(Vocal  Refrain  by  Rhythm  E 
•Taint  So,  Honey,  'Taint  So 

Fox  Trots         (Vocal   Ref. 

Jeannine  I  Drea 

(Instrument 
Gypsy 


//  it'sJWHitfitnan'S  latest  it  MUST  be 
a  Columbia  "Viva-Tonal"  Record! 

Columbia 

NEW  PROCESS  RECORDS 

Made   the   new  way      Electrically 

Viva -Tonal   Recording      The   Records 

without   Scratch 

COLUMBIA 

PHONOGRAPH     COMPANY 

LIMITED 

TORONTO 


dire  relea.rejT 


AYBE    it    was     the 
hour,  maybe  it  was 


^1   \^r    fir  the     company,     but 

*%*t,  \«AL       for       a       protracted 

'    \      *         period  last  night  we 


period  last  night 
^  could  not  for  the  life 

of  us  arouse  any  interest  in  the  pile 
of  dance  records  before  us.  The 
principal  reason  for  this  change  of 
heart,  in  fact  the  only  reason,  was 
the  bass  voice  of  Feodor  Chaliapin 
singing  the  Song  of  the  Viking 
Guest  from  the  opera  "Sadko" 
(Victor).  This  record  carries  all 
the  stimulating  power  and  charm 
of  the  great  Russian's  voice.  It 
does  more:  one  is  conscious  of  his 
dramatic  range  through  the  cold 
instrument.  It  is  a  splendid  and 
thrilling  number,  superior  in  our 
way  of  thinking  to  even  his  Volga 
Boat  Song. 

Columbia  has  a  distinct  novelty 
in  Christmas  music  in  Paul  White- 
man's  rendering  of  "Silent  Night, 
Holy  Night,"  the  back  of  which 
carries  Christmas  Melodies.  The 
use  of  the  typical  Whiteman  instru- 
mental code  on  these  numbers  is 
entirely  successful.  Whiteman  also 
has  a  Columbia  twelve-inch  record 
in  which  the  famous  cornet  inter- 
ludes are  featured,  entitled  "Gyp- 
sy," on  the  back  of  which  he  will 
slay  you  with  that  now  somewhat 
hackneyed  theme  song,  "Jeannine, 
I  Dream  of  Lilac  Time." 
I  SEE  some  of  the   boys  and  girls 

are  getting  impatient  already, 
so  without  more  ado  I  will  intro- 
duce the  following  dance  records 
as  singularly  scintillating  syncopa- 
tion and  wonderful  whoopee,  to 
wit:  "Blue  Night,"  played  by  the 
Colonial  Club  Orchestra  (Bruns- 
wick). This  is  a  mellow  musical 
foxtrot  on  the  back  of  which  is  the 
ubiquitous  "Sonny  Boy."  "It  Goes 
Like  This,"  played  by  Lew  Gold 
and  His  Orchestra  (Apex),  and  the 
same  number  played  by  Johnny 
Johnson  and  His  Statler  Pennsyl- 
vanians  (Victor).  Both  these  rec- 
ords are  happily  mated,  the  Victor 
number  being  coupled  with  "Doin' 
the  Raccoon"  -a  second  Varsity 
Drag  played  by  George  Olsen  and 
his  music — and  the  Apex  number 
plays  "High  Up  on  the  Hilltop" 
when  you   turn   it  over.      I    found 


two  Arnold  Johnson  (Brunswick) 
records  on  the  same  disc,  "That's 
How  I  Feel  About  You"  and 
"Memories  of  France"  (the  latter 
a  waltz)  to  be  sufficiently  enchant- 
ing and  stimulating  to  keep  me 
from  stepping  more  than  two  or 
three  times  upon  my  partner's  feet. 
I  regret  that  I  cannot  say  the  same 
for  "Nagasaki"  (Nat  Shilkret,  Vic- 
tor), as  its  swing  restored  such 
kittenish  energy  to  these  old  bones 
that  my  partner  became  incidental. 
"Roses  of  Yesterday,"  played  by 
the  Imperial  Dance  Orchestra 
(Apex),  and  "Who  Wouldn't  Be 
Blue,"  played  by  Ernie  Golden  and 
His  Orchestra  (Apex),  are  two 
other  foxtrots  that  you  might  like. 
Also  I  have  a  hunch  that  you  will 
agree  with  me  about  "Broken- 
hearted Baby"  as  the  Arrowhead 
Inn  Orchestra  (Brunswick),  with 
an  excellent  vocal  interlude  by 
Eddy  Thomson,  renders  it. 

"^HERE  Were  You,  Where 
Was  I,"  from  the  musical 
comedy  "Billie,"  is  another  George 
Olsen  (Victor)  effort  which  scores 
all  along  the  line.  This  goes  also 
for  "Where  the  Shy  Little  Violets 
Grow,"  which  is  anything  but  shy, 
though  not  essentially  blue,  as 
played  by  the  Colonial  Club  Or- 
chestra (Brunswick). 

Happy  lovers  will  grow  sad  and 
sad  lovers  will  get  sadder,  which  I 
am  informed  is  a  state  of  affairs 
highly  desirable,  when  exposed  to 
Jesse  Crawford's  organ  solo,  "Just 
a  Night  for  Meditation."  If  I 
knew  you  better  I  would  say  it  was 
wistful,  and  the  vocal  refrain  is 
perfectly  adapted  to  the  organ 
accompaniment.  In  "Roses  of 
Yesterday,"  on  the  reverse,  a  harp 
accompanies  the  organ. 

Also,  if  you  have  not  yet  heard 
Al  Jolson  singing  'Sonny  Boy" 
and  "There's  a  Rainbow  Round 
My  Shoulder,"  you  will,  so  there's 
very  little  use  my  recommending 
it  to  you  (Brunswick).      Ta  ta! 

STEPHEN     MOON. 


Sold! 

Michigan  paper  (ado.) — FOR  SALE: 
Radio,  wall  paper  and  paint  store. 
Reason  for  selling  business  is  not  good. 
H.  E.  Turner. 

No  unreasonable  offer  refused. 
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Hotel 


ow 


building  within  a  stone's  throw  of 
Yonge  Street  at  King  Street  East 
and  Leader  Lane,  Hotel  Toronto  is  in  a  splendid 
position  adjacent  to  the  established  Financial 
District  and  the  heart  of  Toronto's  retail  centre. 
Eighteen  storeys  in  height  with  250  guest  rooms, 
at  the  popular  prices  of  $2.50  to  $4.00  per  day,  Hotel  Toronto 
is  to  be  one  of  the  most  "Up-to-the-minute"  Hotels  in  Canada, 
every  room  with  an  outside  location  equipped  with  combined 
bath  and  shower,  radio  and  circulating  ice  water,  and  fur- 
nished to  the  highest  standard.  Toronto  has  no  greater  need 
than  this  modern,  fireproof,  reasonably  rated,  centrally 
located  Hotel.     It  will  be  an  instantaneous  success. 

Hotel  Toronto  is  capitalized  at  only  $6,000  per  room,  which 
is  very  conservative  compared  with  the  capitalization  of  the 
King  Edward  at  approximately  $10,000  per  room,  the  Mount 
Royal  at  over  $14,000  per  room,  and  the  Prince  Edward  in 
Windsor  at  over  $10,000  per  room.  This  means  that  Hotel 
Toronto  has  to  earn  but  $388  per  room  yearly  to  meet  its 
interest  and  dividends,  while  the  others  must  (AND  DO) 
earn  not  less  than  $700  per  room  per  annum  to  meet  capital 
charges. 

Hotel  experts  have  carefully  and  exactingly  estimated  the 
minimum  net  earnings  of  Hotel  Toronto  at  $130,721  per 
annum  after  all  charges,  including  Preferred  Dividends  and 
Sinking  Fund.  This  is  equal  to  over  $8.00  per  share  on  the 
no  par  value  ownership  stock  now  being  given  as  a  bonus. 
The  expected  net  profit,  before  Preferred  Dividends  and 
Sinking  Funds  are  deducted,  equals  approximately  3.72  times 
the  Preferred  Dividend  requirements. 

We  unhesitatingly  recommend  the  1%  Cumulative  Sinking 
Fund  Preferred  Stock  of  Hotel  Toronto,  Limited,  at  $100 
per  share,  carrying  a  bonus  of  one  share  of  the  no  par  value 
ownership  stock  with  each  two  shares  of  Preferred. 

This  issue  was  purchased  by  us  after  a  most  thorough  and 
painstaking  investigation  and  we  believe  these  shares  to  be  a 
safe,  sound  investment  secured  by  well  located  improved  busi- 
ness property  in  the  heart  of  downtown  Toronto.  In  the  nc 
par  value  ownership  shares  now  given  as  a  bonus  rests  an 
exceptional  opportunity  for  profit  in  a  project  backed  by  a 
great  necessity,  Toronto's  unparalleled  growth,  the  Nation's 
definite  prosperity  and  Canada's  greatest  industry. 

The  Hotel  Industry 

New  hotels  and  large  additions  to  existing  hotels  are  being 
built  extensively  throughout  Canada.  Hotel  Toronto  and 
Royal  York  are  now  building  in  Toronto.  Hamilton  is  build- 
ing the  New  Royal;  Niagara  Falls  the  General  Brock;  Oshawa 
the  Genosha;  while  London,  Windsor,  Ottawa  and  Montreal 
announce  extensive  additions  to  the  New  London,  Norton- 
Palmer,  Chateau  Laurier,  Ritz-Carlton  and  Windsor  Hotel 
respectiveh — all  warranted  by  the  steady  expansion  of  trade 
and  commerce  in  Canada. 


Toronto 


As  the  building  will  appear  when  completed. 

Management 

No  business  is  better  than  its  management.  Hotel  Toronto  has  been|for"- 
tunate  in  securing  as  its  Manager,  Forbes  Thrasher,  B.A.,  born  in  Chatham. 
Ontario.  He  has  a  brilliant  Hotel  record  on  the  Managerial  Staffs  of  the 
Waldorf-Astoria,  New  York,  and  Book-Cadillac,  Detroit.  He  is  at  present 
Assistant  Manager  of  the  Detroit-Leland.  The  President  of  the  Company  is 
Major  S.  J.  Robins,  Managing  Director  of  the  Hotelmen's  Association  of 
Canada;  the  Vice-President  is  William  J.  Chittenden,  Jr.,  General  Manager 
of  the  Detroit-Leland.  The  other  Directors  are  W.  flarland  Smith,  Esq.. 
Toronto;  Augustus  G.  Lefroy,  Treasurer  Cowan,  Lefroy  &  Company,  Limited; 
and  John  Macnab  Wilson,  Managing  Director  Toronto  Humane  Society. 

Never  Missed  a  Dividend 

King  Edward  Hotel  Company,  Toronto,  has  always  paid  its  dividends  when 
due,  and  the  no  par  value  Common  Shares  that  were  given  to  the  original 
investors  as  a  bonus  are  to-day  earning  over  $15.00  a  share  and  paying  $6.00 
a  share  in  dividends  annually.  They  have  a  market  on  the  Toronto  Stock 
Exchange  of  between  $60.00  and  $70.00  a  share.  They  should  sell  much 
higher,  and  probably  will,  as  this  Company  is  accumulating  large  reserves. 


Cowan,  Lefroy  &  Company,  Limited 

INVESTMENT  BANKERS 
357  Bay  Street,  Toronto  Telephones:  Waverley  2785-2786 


TEAR  THIS  OFF; 
AND     MAIL    TO-DAY 


Gentlemen: — 

Without  obligation  on  my  part  please  send  me  full  particulars  as  to  how  I  can  earn 
with  absolute  safety  7%  on  my  principal  and  also  share  in  the  ownership  and  (he 
profits  of  Hotel  Toronto. 

Name 

Address 
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free  speech 


Goblin  gives 
a  prize  of  five 
dollars  for 
the  best  letter 
published 
each  month. 
No  attention 
will  be  paid 
to  anony- 
mous letters. 


The  Five  Dollar  Letter 

November  24th,  1928. 
^he  Editor, 

Goblin. 
Sir: 

Goblin  came  this  month.      I  read  it. 
'Twill  come  next  month  again.     I  dread  it. 

It  augurs  naught  but  schemes  and  strife. 

My  august  self,  my  kids,  my  wife, 
Vie  to  possess  it. 

Each  wants  it  first — the  cursed  thing. 

May  fiends  caress  it! 

Why  should  a  fam'ly  civilized, 
With  wanton  greed  be  thus  devised? 

A  father  has  no  chance! 
I  try  to  spring  a  joke  of  yours; 
The  folks  all  rag  me — ghastly  boors! 
They've  read  it  in  advance. 
David  Siddall, 
34  Coady  Avenue, 

Toronto. 

Hurrah!    Hurrah! 

Arden,  Nov.  23rd.  1928. 
The  Editor  of 

The  Goblin  Magazine, 
Toronto. 
Dear  Editor: 

Hurrah!  Hurrah!  Here  we  are!  Here 
we  are!  Here  we  are  again!  Sounds  like 
war  time,  don't  it?  Well,  just  a  little 
battle  with  the  pencil  and  paper  and  it 
takes  a  little  money  to  keep  this  little  war 


going.  I  enlisted  in  the  first  battalion 
and  was  within  one  of  having  my  solution 
correct,  so  was  unfit  for  active  service. 
I  signed  up  with  the  second  and  was  cor- 
rect, and  lost  out  in  the  tie-breaker.  I 
was  too  badly  disabled  to  join  in  the  third 
and  then  I  didn't  care  much  for  Goblin, 
but  never  failed  to  read  it  through.  I 
expect  to  be  back  at  the  front  and,  of 
course,  if  I  am  successful,  I'll  forget  all 
about  my  wounds.  You  never  miss  the 
water  till  the  well  runs  dry,  and  my 
Goblin  has  just  stopped  coming. 

A  little  nonsense  now  and  then  is 
relished  by  the  wisest  men.  .  I'll  try  to 
give  you  a  little,  for  many  a  wise  man 
reads  the  Goblin.  I  don't  know  whether 
I  would  really  like  the  car  or  not.  I 
think  the  money  would  suit  me,  for  I 
could  sit  by  the  fire  on  a  cold  winter  night 
and  count  my  cash.  I  wish  you  would 
send  me  two  or  three  puzzle  forms,  so  to 
make  sure  of  my  correct  answer.  I  guess 
I  will  soon  ring  off  and  save  my  paper;  it 
takes  a  lot  to  do  those  puzzles;  then  when 
you  go  to  bed  at  midnight  from  then  till 
morning  you  can  see  6,  4,  9  and  add  them 
together  while  you  go  to  sleep.  The  only 
thing  I  see  punk  about  the  Goblin  is 
some  of  the  letters. 

Wishing  you  good  luck  with  your  Maga- 
zine. 

Yours  truly, 
Mrs.  Harold  Stule, 

Arden. 

Incidentally 

Oak  Bay  Junction, 
Victoria,  B.C. 

November  15th,  1928. 
Editor, 

Goblin  Magazine, 
Toronto,  Ont. 
Sir: 

$5.00  for  a  letter.  Good!  Here's  one. 
^  I  live  in  the  most  beautiful  city  in  Can- 
ada, perhaps  on  the  continent.  Our  cli- 
mate is  just  cold  enough  in  the  winter  to 
be  healthy  and  in  the  summer  the  heat  is 
just  sufficient  for  comfort.  We  have 
what  is  called  a  rainy  season,  but  it  is  not 
excessive — just  proper  moisture  for  the 
good,  productive  powers  of  the  land.  We 
have  hockey  in  season  on  artificial  ice, 
but  our  brand  of  hockey  is  genuine. 
Artificial  flowers  are  not  known  here,  for 
even  on  Christmas  we  decorate  with  roses 
grown  outside.  Our  strawberries  are 
without  question  the  best  in  the  world — 


large,   luscious,   inspiring   fruit,   of  which 
we  eat  all  we  can  and  can  what  we  can't. 

Then  we  have  lately  acquired  some  in- 
dustries. We  have  a  worsted  mill  oper- 
ating that  was  moved  completely  and 
practically  as  a  going  concern  from  Brad- 
ford, England,  to  Victoria.  We  have  a 
grain  elevator  ready  now  to  take  its  share 
of  the  great  crop.  A  huge  cold  storage 
plant  is  being  built  to  look  after  our  sur- 
plus fruit,  fish  and  dairy  products. 

Altogether,  Victoria,  the  capital  city  of 
British  Columbia,  is  coming  into  its  own 
because  logically  and  geographically  it 
should  be  "great."  We  stand  at  the  edge 
of  the  "far  West"  between  the  "two 
Easts."  We  look  back  over  the  Rockies 
to  eastern  Canada;  we  shift  our  gaze  in 
the  opposite  out  over  the  sun-kissed 
Pacific,  and  we  meet  the  almond  eyes  of 
the  Far  East. 

Incidentally,  Goblin  is  well  received  in 
this  nature-favored  city. 

Good  luck  to  you. 

Yours  sincerely, 

J.  A.  Shanks. 


The  Slap  on  the  Wrist 

Winnipeg,  Man., 

Nov.  20th,  1928. 
Editor  of  Goblin: 

I  presume  your  paper  aims  to  amuse. 
Has  it  not  struck  you  that  such  suggestive 
articles  as  appear  on  page  fourteen  of  the 
November  issue  could  only  give  disgust 
to  many  of  your  readers?  Why  not  keep 
your  sheet  clean  and  leave  such  smutty 
stuff  to  American  publications?  Surely 
there  are  enough  good,  clean  jokes  to  fill 
your  paper,  and  they  surely  would  be  bet- 
ter received  by  a  public  overfed  with 
rubbish. 

Yours, 

W.  F.  Baskerville. 


A  Suggestion 

Foote's  Bay,  Ont., 

Nov.  23rd,  1928. 
The  Goblin  Magazine, 

Toronto,  Ont. 
Dear  Sirs: 

I  have  been  a  subscriber  since  February 
and  think  most  of  us  open  up  The  Goblin 
at  "Free  Speech."  It's  the  funniest!  I 
like  to  look  at  the  page  on  books  and  the 
New  Records.  Why  not  have  a  Radio 
column,  too?  Have  you  noticed  that 
some  of  the  jokes  are  repeated  from  month 
to  month,  as  well  as  being  rather  old,  the 
rest  of  the  magazine  I  don't  understand, 
so  never  read. 

Best  wishes  for  a  Merry  Xmas. 

Wesley  Wright. 


Mayor  (starting  the  New  Year  right  by  welcoming  the  first  International  Contention  of  Department  Store  Santa  Clauses): 
"Gentlemen.  I  have  good  news  for  you.  We  have  planned  a  reception  for  this  afternoon  and  declared  a  school  holiday  so  that 
every  one  of  our  16,000  lovely  little  girls  and  sturdy  boys  may  be  present  to  shake  hands  with  you!" 


/"V^  Herbert   A 

Tareyton 


It's  a  Gift ■    • 

Herbert  Tareyton  London  Cig- 
arettes— in  handsome  Christmas 
wrapped  tins  of  50,  85c;  100s 
$1.70.  Special  Christmas  Cartons 
(Cork  Tips)  $1.00. 


And  for  him 

Herbert  Tareyton  London  Smok- 
ing Mixture  in  home  tins  at  $1.50 
or  in  large  glass  humidor  with 
gift  card  and  red  ribbon  $3.00. 
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LOKDOP* 

■\  SMOKING 
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TABLE 

One  of  ten  styles  and  sizes 


DOLL  HIGH 
CHAIR 

One  of  three  sizes 


SWAN  SHOO-FLY 

Eight  patterns 


BASSWOOD  TOP 
KITCHEN  TABLES 

Eight  Sizes 


i 

£cm6  of  fjoji 


♦fl^  O  greater  problem  arose  out  of  the  war  than  the 
§f  \  salvage  of  those  men  whose  bodies  and  minds  boie 
the  scars  of  battle.  Industry  overnight  absorbed 
a  hundred  thousand  men — agriculture  reclaimed  its  great 
quota — but  across  Canada  the  problem  cases  arose. 
There  could  be  no  "Old  Soldiers  Home"  in  this  fair 
Dominion — but  here  were  men  unable  to  work  steadily 
in  factory  or  shop — men  whose  disabilities  did  not  tie 
them  to  the  hospital  cot — men  who  seemed  left  out — with 
no  place  to  go— partial  pensioners — idle  hands.  Vetcraft 
Shops  have  gone  into  your  homes — found  articles  there 


HALIFAX  MONTREAL  HAMILTON  TORONTO 


Vetc 


VETCBAFT     SHOPS 


Goblii 
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lported  from  other  countries — have  improved  them  and 
fered  them  to  you  at  a  fair  market  price.  The  unem- 
oyable  returned  soldier  is  to-day  happy  at  his  work — 
oud  of  the  product  of  his  bench.  You  too  will  be 
oud  to  have  Vetcraft  Shops  handiwork  in  your  home. 

The  merchants  of  Canada,  your  local  furniture  store 
id  toy  shop,  stock  the  products  of  Vetcraft  Shops, 
ill  you  remember  to  ask  for  Vetcraft  next  time  you  buy 
tchenware,  juvenile  furniture,  toys  that  last.     Just  ask 

see  Vetcraft. 


T~^~T 


PORCELAIN  TOP 
KITCHEN  TABLE 


DOLL  CARRIAGE 


DOLL  BASSINETTE 
One  of  five  styles 


BLACKBOARD 

Twelve  sizes 


WINNIPEG        VICTORIA        VANCOUVER 


Ill 

EOKNMUI 

VOGUES 


JTHERE  is  only  one 
Vlf  Zipper  Boot  ...  it 
is  made  by  the  Canadian 
Goodrich  Company, 
Limited,    Kitchener,    Ont. 


Goodrich 
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PROTECTION  AND 


OR         DAINTY         ^EET 


Goblin 


WOLFE 

"Of  the  Canadian  books  of 
1928  ...  it  is  easily  first  in 
interest  and  merit." — W.  A. 
Deacon  in  the  Mail  and 
Empire.        $5.00 

VOLTAIRE 

The  Genius  of  Mockery 
By  Victor  Thaddeus 
"The    greatest    biography 
of   the   year." — Minneapolis 
Journal. 

A  fascinating  story  of  the 
man  who  mocked  the  world. 
$5.00 

GHOND 

THE 
HUNTER 

By 

DhanGopal 

Murkerji 

Illustrated  by  Boris  Artzybasheff 
A  superb  book,  not  only 
for  boys,  but  for  readers  of 
all  ages.  Better  than  "Gay- 
neck"  the  winner  of  the 
Newbery  prize. 
$2.50 

SAILS  AND  SWORDS 

By  Arthur  Strawn 

The  color  and  perfume  of 
southern  seas  and  forests  in 
the  first  English  biography 
of  Balboa.     $3.50 


{/7*Z 


DO 

WE 

AGREE? 


Shaw  and 
Chesterton  de- 
bate  their 
characteristic 
philosophies  in 
this  biting  and  amusing  book. 
60c. 

A  limited  number  of  the 
CARRIER  first  edition  of 
Shaw's  Intelligent  Woman's 
Guide,  published  simultane- 
ously with  the  English  and 
American  editions,  now  avail- 
able. 

LOUIS  CARRIER  &  CO. 


\ 


MONTREAL 

New  York    -    London 


book/ 
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are 
enough 


ET        all 

fortunate 

,  to  receive  for  Christ- 

I    ^/^    mas  a  copy  of   Anne 

^f  £     Parrish's  All  Kneeling 

(Musson)  put  aside 
this  piquant  novel  until  the  festive 
season  is  over — as  if  anyone  did 
find  time  to  read  till  after  New 
Year's.  If  this  advice  is  not  taken 
you  will  find  it  difficult  to  shout  a 
happy  New  Year's  greeting  with 
that  Pollyanna  inflection  which  is 
so  essential. 

All  Kneeling  is  a  better  study  of 
a  hypocrite  than  Elmer  Gantry, 
and  the  character  of  Christabel 
Caine,  beautiful  off-stage  actress, 
poetaster  and  heart  manipulator, 
is  so  vivid  that  it  will  be  probably 
some  days  before  you  allow  your- 
self to  look  into  a  mirror  or  to 
cease  doubting  the  motives  of  your 
best  friends.  All  Kneeling  is 
written  so  cleverly,  so  restrainedly 
and  withal,  so  easily,  that  one  does 
not  hesitate  to  call  it  a  masterpiece. 
We  recommend  it  to  you  for  a  few 
bitter  chuckles. 

pEE  VEE  (MacMillan)  Fred 
Jacob's  posthumous  novel, 
turns  upon  the  Canadian  scene 
a  generation  later  than  that  of 
Day  Before  Yesterday,  and  depicts 
social  changes  at  the  turn  of  the 
century  as  evidenced  in  the  lives 
of  the  younger  generation  of  those 
years.  More  particularly  perhaps 
it  is  the  story  of  a  young  man  full 
of  brilliant  promise,  whose  genius 
peters  out,  or  rather,  fails  to 
materialize.  As  a  picture  of  Tor- 
onto in  those  days  it  is  interesting. 
As  a  novel  it  is  somewhat  mirth- 
less, but  well-constructed  reading. 

\JNDER  THE  RED  JACK,  by 
C.  H.  J.  Snider  (Musson),  is 
the  account  engagingly  told  of  the 
exploits  of  the  privateers  of  the 
British  colonies  in  the  war  of  1812. 
An  ideal  boys'  book. 

y//E  BAFFLE  BOOK  (Double- 
day,  Doran  &  Gundy),  is 
the  latest  tidbit  for  those  whose 
hunger  for  mystery  and  com- 
munity brain-matching  was  first 
aroused  by  crossword  puzzles.     In 


^NEW 
BOOKS 


THE 
WANDERER 

By  Alain   Fournier 

lust  out  and  destined  to  be 

best  selling  novels  of  the  year.     Have 
lock  Ellis  calls  it  "an  exquisite  master- 
piece  .    It    has   been   chosen    by    the 
American  Booksellers'  Association 
their   December  selection   and  i 
tinguished  by  something  of   the 
delicacy     and    beauty     which 
endeared   "Maria  Chapde- 


The  Rise  and  Fall 
of  New  France 


By  Prof.  Geo.  M.  Wrong 
In  a  long  record  of   absorbing  inl 
Prof.  Wrong    treats  authoritativ 
this  interesting    period.      "It    ha»    <=■ 
during  value."    In  two  volumes.  $10.00 


:ly  of 


PEEVEE 


lever  story  of  life  in  Ontario 
cities  and  towns  by  the 
able  author  of  "The  Day 
*2.O0 


You'll  Enjoy  These 
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Are  you  at  home  when  you  go  out? 

WHAT  are  the  latest  antics  of  Piglet  and  Pooh — where  are  the  dead, 
and  why — what's  the  mental  state  of  a  man  on  Rampole  Island — 
what  has  Sabatinidone  with  The  Hounds  of  God — who's  Wode- 
house's  latest  monocled  friend?  If  you  don't  know  take  a  tip,  and  fall  in 
with  the  smart,  wise  crowd  who  he-long  (<> 


The  Eaton 
Book  Club 


You'll  know  in  advance  what  are  going  to  be  the  talked-of  books  of  the  next 
month.  You'll  know  who  has  written  the  best  fiction,  the  best  biography, 
science,  poetry.  As  a  member  of  the  EATON  BOOK  CLUB  you'll  have  a 
review  or  synopsis  of  each  of  the  really  good  books  long  before  they  are 
announced. 

HERE'S  THE  PROPOSITION 
Membership  in  the  EATON  BOOK  CLUB  is  FREE.  In  addition,  with 
every  yearly  membership  TWO  FREE  BOOKS  are  given,  these  to  be  chosen 
by  yourself  from  a  list  of  the  latest  books.  A  literary  committee,  composed 
of  critics  and  authors,  select  from  the  hundreds  published  monthly  what 
they  consider  to  be  the  best  books.  One  of  these  they  recommend  as  the 
"Book  of  the  Month" — the  most  outstanding  work,  whether  it  be  fiction  or 
non-fiction,  that  will  appear  the  following  month.  You  are  given  a  review 
of  these  suggested  books  beforehand  and  you  select  one  from  amongst  them. 
For  this  you  pay  only  the  retail  price — the  critical  review  service  is  FREE. 

Fill  in  the  form  below  and  we  will  send  you  copy  of  "December 

Selections"  and  full  details  of  our  plan. 

THE  EATON   BOOK  CLUB 

<*T.  EATON  C°,™ 

TORONTO  CANADA 

THE  EATON  BOOK  CLUB, 
The  T.  EATON  CO.,  LIMITED, 
Toronto 
Please  send  me  copy  of  "DECEMBER  SELECTIONS"  and  details  of  your 
FREE  BOOKS  OFFER  and  of  the  EATON  BOOK  CLUB  plan.    I  under- 
stand this  does  not  obligate  me  in  any  way. 

Name 

Address 

Town  Province  


Goblii 

The  Baffle  Book,  are  thirty  detective 
stories  briefly  told,  together  with 
the  solutions  to  the  problems  in- 
volved, printed  upside  down  at  the 
back.  A  method  of  scoring  is  indi- 
cated at  the  back,  and  you  try  your 
luck  at  amateur  detection,  either 
alone,  or  as  a  game.  There  is 
nothing  wrong  with  it  either. 

Qfl££/V  PITCHER,  a  very 
slender  book  of  verse  by  Dor- 
othy Livesay  (MacMillan),  is  dis- 
tinguished by  a  delicate  grace  and 
by  an  original,  if  not  consistently 
effective,  poetic  conception.  These 
poems  are  for  the  most  part  little 
conceits  deftly  and  daintily  fash- 
ioned, too  fragile  to  be  greatly 
important,  and  yet  too  real  not  to 
call  serious  attention  to  the  work 
of  this  young  poetess.  Miss  Live- 
say  is  one  of  a  number  of  young 
Canadian  poets  whose  work  is  just 
now  beginning  to  achieve  recogni- 
tion, but  whose  voices  will,  gaining 
in  volume,  represent  the  lyric 
voice  of  the  nation  in  the  next 
generation.  It  is  encouraging  to 
note  in  this  example  that  a  poetic 
consciousness  is  more  prominent 
than  a  desire  to  write  verse. 

\/ERSE,S  of  an  entirely  different 
order  and  of  the  type  familiar 
and  endeared  to  those  hearties  who 
try  to  buy  the  New  York.  World 
each  day  for  a  nickel,  is  to  be  found 
in  the  Column  Book  of  F.P.A. 
(Doubleday,  Doran  &  Gundy). 
These  are  selections  of  Franklin 
P.  Adams'  own  quips,  verses  and 
fancies  made  by  him  from  his 
daily  column,  The  Coning  Tower. 
We  like  best  the  translations  from 
Horace  in  the  modern  manner,  of 
which  there  are  many  selections. 

ALDEN  DANIELS. 

\/OLTAIRE'S  is  recognized  as 
the  pen  instrumental  in  pre- 
cipitating the  French  Revolution. 
His  political  and  philosophical 
pamphlets,  many  of  which  were 
written  anonymously,  mercilessly 
pilloried  the  usurpation  of  auth- 
ority by  Louis  XIV  and  the 
Regent,  the  Duke  of  Orleans. 
The  principle  of  the  Divine  Right 
of  Kings  was  shattered  irrevocably 
by  this  straight-thinking,  ironic, 
semi-invalid  son  of  an  obscure 
notary.  All  this  the  world  knows. 
But  Victor  Thaddeus  paints  Vol- 
(Conhnued  on  page  26b) 
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jmL    FL  a  d  i  o 

the  Gift  that  Gives  Most 


The  WORLD'S 
GREATEST  RADIO  VALUE 

in 
Tone  -  Distance  -  Selectivity  -  Reliability 

HEAR  FADA!       -       SEE  FADA! 

YOUR  CHOICE  WILL  BE  FADA 

FADA  RADIO  LIMITED 821-27  QUEEN  ST.  EAST,  TORONTO 
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rHIS  daintily  engrailed 
ring  of  10  karat  while 
gold  is  a  new  addition  to  our 
superb  assortment  oj  engage- 
ment rings  at  $100.00.  The 
Diamond,  of  course  is  "Ellis' 
Faultless  Quality" .  A  lovely 
ring  of  unsurpassed  value. 


Ou/ 

froo0-2 

^faultless  Quality 

Gngagement 

&Uis~Bms 

94  98  Yonge  Street 

TOR.ONTO 


$10,000.00 
CONTEST 
RESULTS 

Due  to  Goblin  having  to  go  to  press  some  days 
before  the  closing  date  of  the  current  $10,000 
Puzzle  Contest,  it  is  impossible  to  announce 
the  results  in  this  number. 

Watch  the  January  issue,  on  sale  about  January 
4th,  for  the  Winning  Solution. 

C9DLIN 
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SEND  NO  MONEY— FREE  COMPASS 
GIANT  TELESCOPE  HALF  PRICE  ^^ 

This    It   the  only   five-section   t*le*cop«  on   the   market.  ^-rtijfS^nllliSl 

The  Identical  telescope  sell*  In  the  States  for  12.24  /rE&0»*^^Jrtgj»PWU 

which   with  duty   costs   18.00   laid   down   In   Can-  _-^--^T(r^-tf5i£88$TsBPrsSaS' 

ada.  It  ha*  four  8  power  achromatic  lenacs.       ^-^^0^"\\'  igP^^*^ 

■trans  and  elear.    Open*  to  over  three  fVSff^^^ttkaiw^^^^  Lota 

feet.    Person*   and   objects   mile*  ^&0k  \ ^^^tKKH^^^*^^     o{    {un '-    Ed" 

away  seem  oloso.    Count  the       J^a^0*^^^XsSKHf^^^'  catlonal,     Instructive, 

stars,     see     the     moon.         ^-/l^^^^af^BW^^^'^        Entertaining  1     For     Home! 
Heavy    brass    bind-        ^^atfS^llL^fjMs^^^^  Farm  I     Ranch  1     Campl     Travel  I 

lng.      A    real  — ^"^ \<MH^^^^  RUSH    ORDER    TO-DAY     FOR     FREB 

*•'»»*•      >    ^grWT^^II^^^  COMPASS  1   YOUR   LAST   CHANCE!    Just  send. 

j^a^^^glMfM"^^^  postcard.     We  will   send   telescope  and   compass    C.O.D. 

m^^a*^^^^^       $1.BC    plus    a    few    cent*    post***.     Or    sand    ll.BO    with    order 
\»B#^^        and  wa  will  pay  porta**.  130 

D.  *  U.  MAN VFACTURINfl  QQv  Jfe*  D  98   Pvt  &z4att7.  fil* 


Books 

{Continued  from  page  26) 
taire  on  a  vast  canvas.  In  Vol- 
taire, Genius  of  Mockery  (Louis 
Carrier  &  Co.,  Montreal  and  New 
York),  we  see  him  also  as  the  poet, 
the  scientist,  the  lover,  the  diplo- 
mat, the  dramatist,  even  as  the 
hypocrite.  Because  Voltaire,  after 
being  the  "King's  Guest"  in  the 
dreaded  bastille,  after  suffering 
hated  exile,  in  later  years  with 
tongue  in  cheek,  wrote  beatific 
eulogies  of  the  "Well-Beloved 
Duke,"  in  the  brief  interlude  in 
which  he  was  not  exposing  him  as 
a  dishonorable  degenerate. 

Here  is  a  generous,  informative 
volume  of  brilliant,  lucid  writing 
depicting  in  sympathetic,  yet  ac- 
curate manner,  the  life  of  one  of 
the  greatest  minds  in  history — an 
ideal  Christmas  gift — a  book  with 
which  the  recipient  will  never 
willingly  part. 

IN  Private  Life  of  Catherine  the 
Great  (Louis  Carrier  &  Co., 
Montreal  and  New  York)  is  found 
a  detailed  recitation  of  the  proces- 
sion of  this  passionate  woman's 
lovers,  from  an  early  age  until  her 
death  at  sixty-seven,  at  which 
time  she  was  conducting  an  affair 
with  a  youth  of  twenty-two.  This 
work  written  by  Princess  Lucien 
Marat,  and  translated  by  Garnett 
Saffery,  is  largely  based  upon 
memoirs,  once  the  property  of  the 
Prince  of  Talleyrand.  It  recites 
that  Catherine's  innumerable 
lovers,  drawn  from  every  walk  of 
life,  cost  the  Russian  Empire  more 
than  half  a  billion  dollars,  though 
they  were  the  direct  cause  of  her 
conquest  of  Poland  and  the  Crimea, 
which  her  biographer  maintains 
were  worth  more  to  the  Empire 
than  the  above  stupendous  sum. 
This  book  though  charmingly 
written,  is  of  necessity  distinctly 
sophisticated,  due  entirely  to  its 
subject.  It  is  one  of  the  most 
intimate  biographies  we  have  ever 
read. 

E.    B.    H. 

*        *        * 
A  Neat  Trick  at  That 

Fred  Call,  a  national  forest  fire  guard, 
recently  saved  a  giant  tree  by  crawling 
into  the  hollow  part,  which  was  aflame, 
and  cutting  away  the  burning  wood. 
First  he  chopped  the  tree  down. 

— Fiom  the  G  cat  Falls  (Mont.) 
Leader. 

Mr.  Call  is  evidently  a  tree  lover. 
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with    Carroll  Carroll 


IMPERIAL 

MIXTURE  J§k 
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What  Made  His 
Hair  Grow? 

Read  His  Letter  for  the  Answer 


"Two  years  ago 
I  was  bald  all  over 
the  top  of  my  head. 

"I  felt  ashamed 

for  people  to  see  my 
head.  1  tried  differ- 
ent preparations, 
but  they  did  no 
Brood.  I  remained 
bald,  until  I  used 
Kotalko. 

"New hair  came 
almost  immediat- 
ely and  kept  on 
growing.  In  a  short 
time  I  had  a  splen- 
did head  of  hair. 
Which  has  been  per- 
fect ever  since — 
and  no  retura  of 
the  baldness." 
This  verified  statement  la  by  Mr.  H.  A.  Wild.  He 
la  but  one  of  the  big  legion  of  users  of  Kotalko  who 
voluntarily  attest  it  has  stopped  falling  hair,  elimin- 
ated dandruff  or  aided  new.  luxuriant  hair  growtn. 
KOTALKO  ia  sold  by  busy  druggists  everywhere. 

FREE  Trial  Box 

To  prove  the  efficacy  of  Kotalko,  for  men's, 

women's  and  children's  hair,  the  producers  are 
giving  Proof  Boxes.    Use  coupon  or  write,  to 

KOTAL  CO.,         B"563 ,  Station  O,  New  York 

Please  Bend  me  FREE  Proof  Box  of    KOTALKO 


Name.... 
Address 


Perfect  Looking  Nose 

My   Litesl   Improved  Model   25 

corrects  now  ill-shaped  noses 
quickly, painlessly.permanently 
and  comfortably  at  home.  It  is 
the  only  nose-shaping  appliance 
of  precise  adjustment  and  a  safe 
and  guaranteed  patent  device 
that  will  actually   give   you  a 

.erfect-looking  nose.  Write  for 
»ree  booklet  which  tells  you  how 
to  obtain  a  perfect-looking  nose. 
M.  Triletj,  Pioneer  Nose-Shapinf 
Specialist.  Depl.  3161. 

Bingh.nHoo  -  -         NX 


Mediterranean 

37    DAYS  -  ^Q5 

Europe,  37  days,  $295;  West  /^J*** 
Indies.  13  days,  $120;  Bermuda,  13  days, 
$96.  Send  for  Booklet.  ALLEN  TOURS. 
154  BoylstonSt..  Boston,  Mass. 


An  Open  Letter  to  Margaret  L.  Stevens 


DEAR  MARGARET, 
You'll  understand,  I  hope, 
__  that  I  hardly  know  you  well 
enough  to  call  you  Miss  Stevens. 
People  would  be  quick  to  couple 
our  names  if  I  did  that.  I  do  want 
to  thank  you,  though,  for  the 
"Free  Speech"  you  made  in  behalf 
of  this  department.  Heavens 
knows  I  work  and  slave  and  get 
little  enough  and  now  there's  been 
an  addition  to  the  family. 

Of  course  I'm  not 
much  of  an  open 
letter  writer — that's 
because  I  never 
answer  the  knocks, 
just  maintain  a  dig- 
nified silence — but 
I  do  think  it  was  a 
little  mean  of  you  to 
ask  for  my  job. 
And  untimely.  It  is- 
n't myself  I  'm  think- 
ing of,  Marge.  It's 
the  little  one.  Here 
I  am  with  another  hungry  mouth 
to  feed  and  you  make  overtures  to 
my    boss — and    right  in  public. 

Ditto  is  only  three  months  old 
and  quite  a  care.  I  haven't  de- 
cided as  yet  whether  to  bring  him 
up  as  a  moving  picture  critic  or 
let  him  follow  in  his  mother's 
footsteps  and  be  a  Bohemian  Irish 
Terrier.  I  think  I'll  let  him 
choose  for  himself  when  he  gets 
older.  It  looks  now  as  if  he'd 
pick  garbage  collecting  as  his  life 
work.  Still  he  has  to  be  fed  a  lot. 
Garbage  is  getting  scarcer  and 
scarcer.  So,  before  I  start  telling 
you  about  all  the  lovely  moving 
pictures  I've  seen,  let  me  ask  again 


of  course  the  mongoose  wins.  I'm 
just  telling  you  this  because  I  have 
a  reputation  for  being  a  veritable 
mongoose  when  I  see  a  snake  in 
the  grass  trying  to  get  my  job  away 
with  compliments. 

Now,  as  a  couple  of  highbrows, 
let's  consider  a  few  of  the  current 
crop. 

First  and  second  of  all  there  are 


"Lonesome, 
Fejos  whose 


these 

ones, 

and 


DITTO  is 

QUITE  A 

CARE 


directed  by  Paul 
The  Last  Moment" 
recently  tottered  on 
the  brink  of  art,  and 
F.  W.  Murnau's 
"Four  Devils."  Mr. 
Murnau  is  remem- 
bered for  "The  Last 
Laugh"  and  "Sun- 
rise." 

Neither  of 
two  new 
"Lonesome" 
"Four  Devils" 
turns  out  to  be  as 
good  as  we  would 
expect.  Dr.  Fejos  has  made"Lone- 
some"  a  phenomena  that  might 
be  called  moonrise  for  it  shines  in 
the  reflected  glory  of  "Sunrise." 
Herr  Murnau  dallies  a  bit  with 
melodrama,  the  circus  and  a  clown 
with  a  broken  heart — also  acrobats 
and  the  goofiest  vamp  in  the  cinema 
world — in  "Four  Devils."  It  is 
faintly    tinged  with    "Variety." 

Some  of  each  of  these  new  pic- 
tures is  exceptional  stuff  and  some 
is  just  stuff.  There  is  also  a  little 
sheer  nonsense.  If  I  had  more 
space  I'd  tell  you  just  what  is 
heart  and  what  is  tripe  in  each 
but  I'll  rest  content  (and  you'll 
have    to,    too)    after    saying    that 


that  you   don't  make   any   passes     fairly   masterly   camera-work   and 


at  the  editor.  Think  of  my  puppy. 
You  know,  you  girls  have  a  big 
advantage  over  us  men  since  most 
editors  are  of  our  gender  and  highly 
susceptible. 

Weil,  anyway,  there's  a  pretty 
good  short  subject  batting  around 
the  world  at  present  called  "Killing 
the  Killer"  and  it  has  to  do  with 
a  real  fight  between  a  mongoose  and 
a  cobra.      It's  quite   thrilling   and 


direction,  suggestion  and  symbol- 
ism make  both  worthy  of  attention. 
IF  you  like  Al  jolson  you'll 
enjoy  "The  Singing  Fool."  If 
you  enjoy  a  good  old-fashioned 
blubber  you'll  care  for  "The  Sing- 
ing Fool"  in  a  big  way.  If  you 
would  care  to  see  Vitaphone  par- 
tially vindicate  itself  for  past 
nuisances  committed,  see  "The 
Singing  Fool."     I  must  warn  you. 
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however,  the  plot  is  pure,  tear- 
drenched  goulash.  But  Jolson 
sings  often  and  acts  marvellously. 
He  is  greatly  aided  by  a  small  boy 
named  David  Lee  who  looks  some- 
thing like  as  good — or  better— 
than  Jackie  Coogan  was  in  his 
"prime." 

Eric  Von  Stroheim's  pictures  are 
always  of  uniform  quality.  There 
are  enough  uniforms  in  "The 
Wedding  March"  to  outfit  the 
Soviet  Army  with  dress  kits  for 
the  Princess  Pats  left  over.  There 
are  also  a  lot  of  apple-blossoms, 
doves,  symbols,  bells  and  heart- 
throbs of  the  milder  sort.  The 
film  has  a  sad  ending  and  a  middle 
sequence  showing  the  first  con- 
vincingly wild  party  ever  to  be 
screened.  Miss  ZaSu  Pitts  does 
fine  work  and  so  does  Miss  Maude 
George.  Eric,  himself,  gives  a 
fine  interpretation  of  Eric  Von 
Stroheim  giving  a  fine  interpreta- 
tion of  Eric  Von  Stroheim.  "The 
Wedding  March"  is  still  a  little 
too  long  although  it  is  now  only 
ten  reels  culled  from  an  originally 
made  two  hundred.  Just  a  wee 
mite  banal  and  dull  in  spots,  it 
still  remains  something  not  to  be 
overlooked. 

VOU  can  overlook  D.  W.  Grif- 
*  fith's  "The  Battle  of  the 
Sexes."  What  a  title!  If  you 
should  decide  to  look  it  over, 
remember  I  warned  you. 

Wallace  Beery,  now  divorced 
from  his  companionate  comedian, 
Raymond  Hatton,  succeeds  admir- 
ably in  being  comedy  relief,  menace 
and  sad  ending  to  "Beggars  of 
Life."  This  is  by  Jim  Tully,  the 
gent  who  writes  those  nice  little 
pieces  about  the  movie  folks  for 
"Vanity  Fair."  "Beggars  of  Life" 
is  good  enough  to  be  recommended 
in  spite  of  the  fact  that  its  happy 
ending  is  really  a  sad  one  if  some- 
one would  tell  the  producers  the 
truth. 

"The  Mating  Call"  is  something 
pretty  dull  with  Thomas  Meighan. 
"The  Fleet's  In"  is  something 
ditto  (not  my  dog)  with  Clara 
Bow.  "Win  That  Girl"  is  slightly 
naive  and  often  crazy  but  neither 
its  lack  of  sophistication  nor  its 
insanity  is  quite  convincing.  "Plas- 
tered in  Paris"  is  the  worst  slap- 
stick comedy  ever  made. 

Now,  good-bye  and  do  write 
something  nice  about  this  depart- 


Have  you  tried  this 
most  delicious  Tea? 


The  quality  of  Salada  is 
such  that  in  whatever  part 
of  the  world  it  is  sold  or 
used,  it  makes  an  instanta- 
neous appeal  to  tea-drinkers 
and  brings  them  a  new  de- 
light in  tea  drinking. 

If  you  do  not  now  use 
Salada,  write  your  name  and 
address  on  the  margin  of 
t  his  advertisement  and  mail 
to  Salada  Tea  Company 
of  Canada  Limited,  461 
King  St.  W.,  Toronto. 
State  the  kind  of  tea  you 
buy  and  how  much  you  pay 
for  it  and  we  will  mail  you 
a  19-cup  trial  package  of 
Salada  for  you  to  test  at 
cur  expense.  We  will  also 
send  you  a  copy  of  our  fam' 
ous  booklet  on  "Cup  Read' 
ing." 

"SALADA" 

TEA 


ment  again.  A  gentleman  has  to 
make  a  living,  you  know,  and  you 
don't  really  think  a  gentleman 
ought  to  give  a  lady  his  movie 
seat,  do  you? 

— c.  c. 
*       *       * 

"Carry  on,  Sergeant" 

"PARRY  ON,  SERGEANT" 
proved  that  a  good  movie 
can  be  made  in  Canada,  a  thing 
which  no  one  of  intelligence  doubt- 
ed. It  also  proved  that  a  good 
Canadian  movie  cannot  be  accept- 
ed in  Canada  without  yelps  of 
resentment,  if  it  tells  the  truth  in 
any  good  measure. 

It  showed  war  with  a  minimum 
of  bunk.  The  photography  was 
good — some  of  it  excellent.  The 
players  looked  and  acted  like  the 
people  they  represented—  -an  almost 
unheard  of  thing  in  a  war  picture. 


The  war  scenes  were  convincing, 
unlike  some  of  those  gigantic  Holly- 
wood panoramas  that  give  one  the 
whole  war  in   an   eyeful. 

Without  superlatives,  "Carry 
On,  Sergeant"  may  be  called  a 
good  picture,  and  a  Canadian 
achievement. 

ARTHUR    KENT. 

*  *        * 

"Why  did  you  give  up  pipe 
organ  lessons?" 

"I  felt  so  blooming  childish,  play- 
ing  with   my   feet." 

— Stanford  Chaparral. 

*  *        * 

"How  much  do  you  charge  for 
weighing  hogs?"  asked  the  pretty 
young  thing  of  a  weighmaster. 

"Oh.^just  get  on  the  scales. 
I'll  weigh  you  for  nothing,"  was  the 
reply. 

— Flamingo. 
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HIGH  SCHOOL  BOARDS 

— AND— 

BOARDS  OF  EDUCATION 

Are  authorized  by  law  to  establish 

Industrial, 

Technical  and 

Art  Schools 

With  the  approval  of  the  Minister  of  Education. 


T^AY    and   Evening   Classes   may    be    conducted    in    accordance   with   the 
regulations  issued  by  the  Department  of  Education. 

'"PHEORETICAL  and  Practical  Instruction  is  given  in  various  trades.     The 
schools  and  classes  are  under  the  direction  of  an  Advisory  Committee. 

A  PPLICATION   for  attendance  should  be  made  to   the  principal   of  the 
"■  school. 


COMMERCIAL  Subjects,  Manual  Training,  Household  Science  and  Agricul- 
ture and  Horticulture  are  provided  for  in  the  Courses  of  Study  in  Public, 
Separate,  Continuation  and  High  Schools  and  Collegiate  Institutes  and  Voca- 
tional Schools  and  Departments. 

Copies  of  the  Regulations  Issued  by  the  Ontario  Department  of  Education  may  be 
obtained  from  the  Deputy  Minister  of  Education. 


86  Adelaide  St.  East 


Someone 
You  Know 

WOULD  appreciate 
the  gift  that  brings 
pleasure  for  the  whole 
year.  And  we  know 
what  it  is.  Three  bucks 
brings  it  with  an  attrac- 
tive Christmas  card 
bearing  your  name. 


C9DLIN 

Toronto  2 


Goblin 

No  Novices! 
Frosh:    "I  never  kissed  a  girl  in 
my  life." 

She:  "Well,  don't  come  around 
me,  I  am  not  running  a  prep, 
school." 

— Lyre. 

Take  That,  You  Brute! 

She:  "Do  you  believe  in  here- 
after?" 

He:  "Sure  I  do." 

She:  "Well,  then,  hereafter 
please  don't  bother  me." 

— The  Kitty-Kat. 

*  *        * 

A  Pun,  But  Highly  Coloured 

"Niggah,  whah  at  you  gwine 
widout  no  shoes  on?" 

"Gwine  huntin'  possums.  Dese 
heah  are  my  stalkin'  feet." 

— Chaparral. 

Realist 

The  Villain:  "Ha!  is  that  a  dag- 
ger I  see  before  me?" 

Stage  hand  (behind  curtain): 
"No,  guv'ner,  it's  the  putty-knife; 
we  couldn't  find  the  dagger." 

—  Virginia  Reel. 

*  *        * 

The  Crowning  Achievement 

"What  do  you  do  in  the  Dental 
School?" 

"Oh,  I  just  fill  in." 

— Piil  Panther. 

*  *        * 

The  "Mr."  which  leads  the  way 

In  "Mr.  &  Mrs."  means 
As  much  as — well,  let's  say 

The  pork  in  "pork  and  beans." 

*  *        * 

Test 

He  (twice  nicked  by  the  razor): 
"Hey,  barber,  gimme  a  glass  of 
water." 

Barber:  "Whassa  matter,  hair  in 
your  mouth?" 

He:  "No,  I  wanna  see  if  my 
neck  leaks." 

— Virginia  Reel. 

*  #        * 

Exit  Cue 

Tramp:  "Have  you  a  good  square 
meal  for  a  hungry  man,  missus?" 

Lady:  "Yes,  and  he'll  be  home 
presently  so  you'd  better  go." 

— California  Wampus. 

*  *        * 

Blase 

"And  what  do  you  do  when  you 
hear  the  fire  alarm,  my  good  man?" 

"Oh,  I  jest  get  up  an'  feel  the 
wall,  an'  if  it  ain't  hot  I  go  back 
to  bed."  —Tiger. 
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Argentine   Onyx   $1 


PENS,  PENCILS,   GIFT  SETS         1 


32 


Goblin 


Don't  Play  Nurse-maid  to 
Your  Radiator — 


Fill  up  with  NoVap  and 
end  freeze  worries 

ONCE  you  put  NoVap  in  your  radiator 
— your  freeze-worry  is  over.  NoVap 
needs  no  watching  and  costly,  bothersome 
refills  are  unnecessary  because  it  won't 
evaporate  and  cannot  boil  away. 

NOVAP  IS  DEPENDABLE 

Because  NoVap  will  not  interfere  with 
cooling  on  warm  days.  You  can  put  it  in 
your  radiator  early  in  the  season,  then 
you  can  drive  all  winter  .  .  .  leave  your  car 
in  an  unheated  garage  ...  no  matter  how 
cold  the  weather — and  your  rad'  simply 
cannot  freeze  up. 

NO  ODOUR 

NoVap  has  no  odour — hot  or  cold.  If  you 
drive  a  closed  car  you  will  especially 
appreciate  this. 

DO  THIS  TO-DAY 

Your  garage  man  will  put  NoVap  in  your 
radiator  and  tighten  up  your  cooling 
system  while  you  wait.  Drive  around 
to-day  and  be  safe. 

LEVER  BROTHERS  LIMITED,  TORONTO 


NO    eV/KPORAT/O/V 


Radiator  Glycerine 


Over  the  Air 


"QOOD-EVENING,  everybody.  This  is  station  C. 
O.D.  broadcasting  the  annual  Battling  Father 
versus  Kid  Family  bout  from  the  Smith  household. 
Well,  here's  the  starting  bell,  and  the  fight  is  on— the 
first  round.  The  Kids  get  the  jump  on  Father  by 
rushing  to  the  stockings  at  5.43  a.m.,  and  waking  up 
Father  for  a  long  count.  He's  in  a  bad  way  already. 
He  sends  'em  back  with  a  couple  of  stiff  lefts,  but  it's 
the  family's  round. 

"Here's  round  two.  Mother  leads  with  a  ter-r-rific, 
"Did  you  remember  to  buy  that  vase  for  Aunt  Alice?" 
Father  counters  with,  "The  store  was  closed,"  but 
Mother  wins  the  round  in  a  walk  by  coming  back  with 
"Why  didn't  you  go  to  Blumenthal's,  you  dumb-bell?" 

"Father's  in  bad  shape  as  they  come  out  for  the 
third.  He's  trying  to  make  a  fight  of  it,  but  Mother- 
in-law  comes  without  warning  and  he  takes  continual 
punishment  for  the  rest  of  the  round." 

"Round  four:  Turkey  comes  out  of  the  kitchen 
with  a  rush,  but  Father  comes  back  with  one  .  .  two! 
.  .  .  THREE!  hard  splashes  of  gravy  to  the  table- 
cloth. Oh,  boy,  what  a  scrap!  But  then  he  goes 
down  under  a  series  of  passed  plates  and  he's  in 
trouble  again.  For  the  rest  of  the  round  he  doesn't 
land  a  single  solid  bite." 

"But  he  comes  up  game  for  the  fifth  and  gets  off 
to  a  good  start  with  some  strong  cigar  ashes  to  the 
floor.  But  Mother  sends  him  to  the  ropes  with  a  fast, 
"Get  the  dust-pan  and  clean  it  up."  And  he's  on  his 
knees  as  the  gong  rings." 

"Well,  here  we  are  in  round  six.  Father  is  breaking 
up  the  Family's  offensive  pretty  well,  but  they  cross 
him  up  by  sending  in  Daughter  with  four  of  her  boy 
friends.  They  turn  on  some  jazz  and  Father  takes  a 
bad  beating  around  the  ears  throughout  the  round. 
He's  almost  out." 

"Yes,  the  Family  is  looking  for  an  opening.  They 
watch  their  chance  and  then  let  him  have  it:  "What 
a  rotten  Christmas!"  and  Father  is  out.  It  was  a 
great  fight.  On  points  it  was  all  Family  by  a  Marmon, 
five  dresses  and  $4,154  to  a  tube  of  shaving  cream 
and  three  El  Detesto  cigars.  We  will  now  turn  you 
over  to — "  etc.,  etc. 

— PARKE  CUMM1NGS. 

*  *        * 

Always  One  Out 

Two  Irish  women  were  discoursing  one  day  in  the 
following  manner: 

"Good  morning,  Mrs.  Finnegan;  and  how  is  ivery- 
thing?" 

"Shure,  Mrs.  Murphy,  and  I'm  having  a  grand 
time  of  it  between  me  husband  and  furnace.  If  I 
keep  one  eye  on  one — the  other  is  shure  to  go  out." 

— Buffalo  Bison. 

*  *        * 

And  Maybe  He  Didn't 

"And  who  are  you,  my  good  man?''  asked  St. 
Peter  at  the  pearly  gates  when  a  voice  asked  entrance. 

"Gosh,  let  me  in  quick,"  muttered  the  wandering 
soul  of  convict  50173,  just  released  from  the  electric 
chair,  "for  I  just  had  the  shock  of  my  life!'' 
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Christmas  at  Sea 

On  Board  S.S.  "Crown  and 
Anchor," 
December  28. 
JJEAR  JANE: 

The  most  terrible  thing  has 
happened  since  I  wrote  to  you  from 
Honolulu.  Of  course  the  affair 
Wilbur  had  there  with  those  hula 
girls  was  bad  enough,  but  I  did 
think  after  all  the  suffering  he 
caused  me  that  at  least  he  would 
make  it  up  at  Christmas,  but  this 
is  much  worse. 

I  had  been  so  looking  forward 
to  Christmas  at  sea  and  thought 
that  it  would  be  very  romantic.  I 
can  see  the  very  words  before  me 
now  in  that  booklet  that  persuaded 
us  to  take  this  horrid  trip  round 
the  world,  all  about  the  company 
being  ready  to  arrange  special 
celebrations  and  meals  and  prizes 
and  things  for  feast  days  and 
commonly  observed  holidays.  Well, 
Christmas  Eve  was  quite  gay  and 
we  went  to  bed  much  as  usual, 
though  I  didn't  say  anthing  to 
Wilbur  about  the  way  he  and  that 
red-headed  girl  were  behaving  on 
the  boat  deck  when  Mr.  Mologna 
and  I  went  up  to  look  at  the  moon 
on  the  water,  so  that  we  had  to 
go  down  again  where  there  were 
plenty  of  the  others  about  and  we 
couldn't  enjoy  it  in  solitude,  and 
really  the  rest  of  the  evening  was 
practically  ruined. 

So  we  got  up  in  the  morning  and 
Wilbur  said  the  socks  I  had 
knitted  him  were  just  what  he 
wanted,  which  wasn't  the  truth,  but 
it's  as  much  as  I  expect  from  a 
man  like  Wilbur  after  living  with 
him  all  these  years.  Wilbur  gave 
me  nothing  and  I  thought  perhaps 
he  is  keeping  it  for  later  in  the  day 
and  I  hope  he  didn't  forget  before 
we  left  Honolulu  because  there's 
simply  nothing  to  buy  on  the 
boat,  but  it  would  be  just  like  him 
to  forget,  because  he  is  not  deeply 
religious,  but  anyway  there  was  a 
note  of  greeting  from  Mr.  Mologna 
under  the  door  so  I  cheered  up  a 
bit.  Then  we  went  straight  out 
before  breakfast  to  look  at  the 
notice  board  to  see  what  arrange- 
ments had  been  made  for  the  day. 
There  were  a  lot  of  the  other 
passengers  standing  round  and 
most  of  them  were  laughing  and  I 
thought  it  must  be  good  but  as 
soon  as  I  got  close  enough  to  read 
it  I  felt  simply  dreadful,  like  this: 
(Continued  on  page  37) 


MOTHERSILLS 

Quick/if 

Stops  and  Prevents 

Travel  Sickness 

bip- 

AIR,   SEA    TRAIN 

or  AUTO 


Now — for  a  tall,  cold  glass 
ofO'Keefe'sDry...! 

After  the  long,  hard  day  ...  a  bottle 
of  O'Keefe's  Dry,  fresh  off  the  ice. 
...  to  quench  your  thirst  .  .  .  delic- 
iously!     That  is  real  satisfaction. 

This  sparkling  Ginger  Ale  may  be  had 
at  clubs,  restaurants  and  fountains — ■ 
or  phone  direct  to  Elgin  6101. 
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Training  is  Tough 
at  Castor  College 

But  then  Castor  is  different  from  Illinois. 
Bob  Zuppke,  grand  old  man  of  Illinois, 
writes  How  Hard  is  Football?  in  the  Decem- 
ber College  Humor.  Knute  Rockne  also 
shares  the  spotlight  with  his  Football  Is 
Fun,  with  anecdotes  from  the  Army- 
Notre  Dame  game. 

"No  college  drunks  are  wanted,"  says  Fred 
Waring,  director  of  Waring's  Pennsylvan- 
ians,  who  writes  the  formula  of  success  for 
his  famous  college  band. 

Harvard,  a  searching  analysis  of  America's 
grand  old  school,  by  Gilbert  Seldes.  One 
hundred  million  dollars  can't  be  wrong! 
Then  there  is  the  Collegiate  Hall  of  Fame 
and  the  new  College  Sports  department. 
Your  college  may  be  represented. 
Wow!  What  an  issue!  Stop  at  your  nearest 
news  dealer  and  invest  35c  in  the  December 

issue  of  College  Humor. 


College  Humor 

may  be  bought  at  the  following 
newsstands: 

Harry  Roher,  9  Bloor  Street  West;  Owl  Drug 
Store,  Bloor  and  Spadina  Road;  Louis 
Savein,  Northern  Ontario  Building;  Sam 
Lichtman,  395  Bay  Street;  The  T.  Eaton 
Company,  Ltd.;  Robert  Simpson  Co.,  Ltd.; 
and  at  all  good  newsdealers. 


Plenty  of  Room  on  Top 

Housewife  (to  garbage  man):  "Am  I  too  late  for 
the  garbage?" 

G.M.:     "No,  mam;  jump  right  in."  — Pup. 

*  *        * 

Next 

"Well,  lovely  daughter  of  the  mountain,  are  you 
watering  the  cattle?" 

"Yes.     Are  you  thirsty?" 

—Meggendorfcr  Blaetter  (Munich). 

"Chester,  give  me  a  sentence  with  the  word 
'bulb'." 

"I'm  going  now  bulb  be  right  back." 

— Exchange. 

*  *        * 

One  on  the  Right:  Who  was  that  gentleman  I 
saw  you  with  last  night? 

Other:    That  was  no  gentleman.      I'm  a  brunette. 

— Log. 

Evidence 

"Say,  officer,  pinch  dese  tree  guys  comin,  will  ya? 
When  I  passed  doze  bozoes  in  da  last  village  dey  was 

goin'  at  least  65!"  — Chanticleer. 

*  *       * 

Country  Lad:     "Beat  it — the  bulls  are  comin'." 
City  Kid:  "Aw  stand  your  ground,  we  ain't  done 
nothin'."  — Burr. 

*  *       * 

"Have  you  heard  the  English  'Pants  Song'?" 

"No.  what  is  it?" 

"London  Breeches  Falling  Down." 

— Pelican. 

*  *        * 

Hoot! 

First  Scotchman:  "And  did  you  have  a  good  time 
last  evening?" 

Second  Scotchman:     "Perfectly  priceless." 

— Reserve  Red  Cat. 

*  *        * 

Newsboy:  "Uxtra!  Glasgow  Express  wreckedl 
Uxtra!" 

MacRitchie:  "Aye,  Tom,  is  not  that  the  train 
your  wife  is  on?" 

T.  MacAninch:  "Yus,  yus,  but  I'll  wait  for  the 
last  edition,  and  that'll  have  the  races  in  it  too." 

— Orange  Peel. 

*  *        * 

Competition 

A  beautiful  young  lady  boarded  the  street  car. 
"Oi,  lady,"  pleaded  Ginsberg,  of  Ginsberg,  Ginsberg  & 
Ginsberg,  Incorporated,  "please  don't  sit  underneath 
my  advertisement."  — College  Humor. 

*  *       * 

Sir! 

He:  "I  just  heard  of  a  girl  who  takes  a  shower 
and  dresses  in  three  minutes." 

She:    "Why,  that  isn't  so  wonderful." 
He:    "I'd  like  to  see  you  do  it." 

— Dartmouth  Jack  o  Lantern. 

*  *       * 

Driver:  "Did  you  test  the  oil?" 
Milkman:  "Yes,  it  tested  awful  to  me." 

—Williams  Purple  Cow. 
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FCRAV4L  WEAR  SHIRTS 

I   >/      ^FM     "l  I  )  C^^^    H    "HHB        Your  confidence  in  Formal  Wear  Shirts  that  bear 
"7         I    ^_V  I  \_»0P   I     III       the  name  "Forsyth"  is  well  placed,  because  they 

are  tailored  by  specialists  to  satisfy  the  most  ex- 
acting requirements.  The  best  men's  shops  invite 
your  inspection  of  these  distinctive  shirts — priced 
from  $3.00  to  $5.00 


NO  ONE  EVER  REGRETTED  BUYING  QUALITY 


BY 
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Youth 

— develop  and 
hold  its  glori- 
ous freshness 
until  youth  is 
but    a    mem- 


JSfe^B 


Retain  its  soft,  smooth 
extrancing  beauty  over  the 
years  to  come.  Check  the 
wrinkles  and  flabbiness 
and  keep  the  appearance  of 
youth  with  you  always  thru 

GoURAUDS  38   . 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 

>      Made  in  White  -  Flesh  ■  Rachel 
Send  10c.  for  Trial  Size 
Ford.  T.  Hopkins  &  Son.    Mont„,, 


HUTOGRAPHED  line  engravings   of 
Memorial  Tower  and  Norman  Door- 
way,  University  of  Toronto,  nine  by 
eleven   Inches  with   mount  complete,    50 
cents  each,  postpaid.     Money  refunded  if 
dissatisfied.     Charming  Christmas  Gifts. 

address: 
Major  G.  R   N.  Collins,  49  Columbine  Ave., 
Telephone  HOward  8231  Toronto  13 


BE 


JIN  ARTIST 


your    own    hoine    during   your 
•pare   time.      Thirty-five  years  of 
successful  teaching  proves  oar  ability. 
Artists  receive   large  salaries. 

Write  today  for  Art  Year  Book 

OCHODI^APWIEDAKT 

Boom  4  Battle  creek  Mica 


Only  $3.95  for  VE-PO-AD  Adding 


of  figures  up  to  999,  99.999  as 
efficiently  as  any  $300.00  machines,  and  which 
are  sold  under  Money-back  guarantee  by 

NOVELTY  DISTRIBUTORS 
Box  1216  Saskatoon,  Sask. 


G2BLIN 


In  addition  to  giving 
advertisers  a  setting 
for  their  message 
which  affords  the  best 
possible  reception, 
offers  also 

The  lowest  rate  per 
line  per  thousand 
of  any  Canadian 
Magazine. 

G9DLIN 

Elgin   1502 

86  Adelaide  St.  E.         Toronto 


W-w-w-wh-what? 

""H-h-h-hurry,  S-S-S-Sam,  h-hit 
that  r-r-rivet." 

"H-h-how  h-h-hard  sh-sh-shall 
I  h-h-hit  it?" 

"N-n-n-never  m-m-mind.  W-w- 
we'll  h-h-have  to  h-h-heat  it  ag-g- 
gain." 

— Williams  Purple  Cow. 

*  *        * 

Taking  a  Chance 

"I    hear    that    you    laughed    at 
Mussolini  when  you  were  in  Italy." 
"Yes,  and  I  thought  I'd  die." 

—  Williams  Purple  Cow. 

*  *        * 

"Gee,  I'm  not  myself  to-day." 
"Well,  you  got  the  best  of  the 
bargain." 

— Notre  Dame  Juggler. 


"Well,  Georgie,  how  long  do  you 
think,  it  is  since  you  descended  from 
an  ape?" 

"Five  years,  daddy." 

— Jugend,  Munich. 

*  *        * 

Reference 

Sigma  Chi — Who  was  Hamlet? 

Professor — I'm  amazed  at  your 
ignorance.  Bring  me  the  Bible 
and  I'll  show  you. 

— Arizona  Kitty  Kat. 

*  *        * 

Out  of  the  Mouths  of  Babes 

Johnny:  "So  you're  my  grand- 
father, are  you?" 

Grandfather — "Yes,  Johnny 

dear,  I'm  your  grandfather  on 
your  father's  side." 

Johnny — "Well,  you're  on  the 
wrong  side,  and  you'll  soon  find 
that  out."  — Reserve  Red  Cat. 

*  *        * 

Philanthropy 

Old  Lady:  "I  suppose  when  you 
grow  up  you  want  to  do  something 
for  humanity." 

Angel  Tot — "Yes,  ma'am,  I  want 
to  be  a  bad  example." 


PA1MCE 


Old  Spain 


Amid  the  colorful  atmosphere  of  a  Spanish 
patio,  beneath  blue  southern  skies. 

TORONTO'S  MOST  ARTISTIC 
SUPPER-DANCE  DINING  ROOM 

—  featuring  — 

JIMMY  KINGSTON 

Entertainer  Extraordinary 
in  an  ocean  of  songs 

With  Gilbert  Watson's  Orchestra 

©lb  Spain 

Elgin  0700      180  West  Queen  St. 
Dinner  6  to  8  p.m. 


Wrist  Watches  FREE 


TRUST 
YOU 
NEW  IDEA  GIFT  CO.     Dtpt  w  w    WaUrford.  Onuri. 


Underwood 

'THIS  Personal  Underwood 
-*-  is  ideal  for  the  home,  for 
travelling,  and  for  personal 
writing  anywhere,  flit  weighs 
only  10  lbs.  flit  gives  all  the 
convenience  of  the  larger  model 
at  less  than  half  the  cost,  flit 
is  invaluable  in  every  worth- 
while home  ...  to  every 
member  of  the  family. 

SEE  THE  COUPON 

United  Typewriter  Co.,  Ltd., 
135  Victoria  St.,  Toronto  2 

Tell  me  all  about  the  new 
Personal  Underwood  and  how  I 
can  buy  it  for  a  few  dollars  a  month. 

Name 

Address 
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Christmas  at  Sea 

{Continue  J  from  page  33) 

December  26  (right  across  the 
top).  Owing  to  the  fact  that  last 
night  the  S.S.  "Crown  and  Anchor-' 
crossed  the  International  Date 
Line,  to-day  is  the  twenty-sixth 
of  December  and  not  the  twenty- 
fifth.  Consequently  there  can  be 
no  official  celebration,  and  pas- 
sengers will  govern  themselves 
accordingly. 

(Signed)  D.  Jones,  Master. 

I  thought  at  first  I  was  going  to 
be  sea-sick  again  and  Wilbur  just 
laughed  at  me  all  the  rest  of  the 
way  to  breakfast,  and  I  was  too 
stunned  to  say  what  I  really  felt, 
especially  about  having  given  him 
the  socks  so  early  and  then  have 
this  happen. 

Well,  the  rest  of  the  day  was  too 
terrible.  Some  of  the  passengers 
organized  a  lot  of  things  which 
they  thought  were  merry,  but  I 
thought  them  only  frivolous  when 
there  was  really  such  a  serious 
question  to  be  settled.  Most  of 
the  time  I  was  listening  to  men  who 
tried  to  explain  it  and  pretending 
they  understood  what  had  hap- 
pened, but  they  couldn't  have  done 
or  I  would  have  been  able  to 
understand  too.  Nearly  all  the 
women  said,  well,  at  any  rate  they 
would  have  to  make  the  best  of  it 
even  if  they  didn't  know  what  it 
was  about,  except,  of  course,  that 
red-headed  jinx  who  saw  quite 
clearly  how  it  occurred.  Sometimes 
I  think  Wilbur  is  too  stupid  for 
anything ! 

I  for  one  do  not  intend  to  be 
fooled  in  this  manner.  Either 
some  dreadful,  evil  thing  happened 
and  we  were  all  unconscious  for 
twenty-four  hours  or  else  it  is  a 
trick  of  the  steamship  company 
to  get  out  of  the  extra  expenses. 
I  have  put  December  28  at  the 
top  of  this  letter  though  it  is  now 
three  days  since  all  this  happened, 
and  I  am  not  going  to  be  done  out 
of  one  little  moment  of  my  own 
true  life,  let  alone  a  whole  day, 
and  anyway  we  shall  see  when  we 
get  to  Yokohama  and  the  news- 
papers. I  will  tell  you  more  about 
this  when  we  get  home  and  please 
try  and  remember  if  Christmas 
Day  seemed  any  shorter  to  you 
than  usual. 

Love  to  all  from 

Martha. 

GEOFFREY    L.    KEIGHLEY. 


ftERMATfl 


Power  at  all  times! 

Power  for  pleasure ! 

Power  in  an  emergency!    Power 

under  all  circumstances!     You 

always  know  you  have  it  with  a 

Kermath. 

The  latest  interesting  Kermath  catalog  explains 

in  detail  the  super  power  qualities  of  Kermath's 

new  contributions  to  marine  engine  development 

in  medium  and  high  speed  motors.     JtRTo?day!R 

KERMATH   MANUFACTURING    COMPANY 

5867  Commonwealth  Ave.,  Detroit,  Mich. 
90  King  St.  W.,  Toronto,  Ont. 

3  to  150  H.P. 
A  KERMATH 
ALWAYS  RUNS" 
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The  Stairway 

To  Your 

New  York 

Home 


A  HE  broad  and 
inviting  stairway  that 
greets  your  entrance  to  the 
Belmont  has  welcomed  the 
footsteps  of  many  notables 
who  use  the  Belmont  as 
their  New  York  Home. 

The  location  is  unsur- 
passed, being  opposite  the 
Grand  Central  Terminal, 
and  within  easy  walking 
distance  of  the  business, 
shopping  and  theatre  dis- 
tricts of  New  York. 

At  the  Belmont  you  will 
learn  the  real  meaning  of 
personal  service,  which  has 
made  it  the  favorite  hotel 
of  so  many. 


ROY  S.  HUBBELL 
Manager 

The  Belmont 

Park  Avenue  and  42nd  Street 
New  York  City 

A  Bowman  Biltmore  Hotel 


Just  a  Grand  Old-Fashioned  Christmas 

(Continued  from  page  18) 


told  me  that  he  and  Mud  and 
Turk  had  come  to  take  me  away 
and  had  figured  out  they  could 
crash  in  as  Santa  Clauses.  Well, 
Uncle  Ebenezer,  as  soon  as  they 
got  inside  the  door,  had  insisted 
on  their  trying  the  punch  and  so 
Blue  said  it  seemed  a  pity  to  take 
me  away  for  things  here  didn't  look 
so  dull  after  all.  He  had  told  the 
old  lad  with  the  side  whiskers,  as 
he  called  Uncle  Ebenezer,  that  he 
certainly  brewed  a  wicked  punch. 
Well,  from  then  on  it  seemed  to 
grow  noisier  and  noisier,  as  the 
gramophone  was  set  going  at  one 
end  of  the  room.  The  presents 
all  got  given  to  the  wrong  people. 
I  got  a  shaving  set  and  Aunt 
Sarah  got  a  meerschaum  pipe  but 
she  didn't  seem  to  care  a  bit.  She 
was  wearing  an  Irish  tissue  paper 
cap  out  of  one  of  the  crackers  and 
kept  putting  the  pipe  in  the  corner 
of  her  mouth  and  even  if  she  is 
Dad's  eldest  sister,  I  must  say 
she  looked  a  sight.  But  she  seemed 
to  think  her  party  was  the  greatest 
success  and  was  quite  happy  about 
it. 


Well,  they  all  thought  that  was 
wonderful  and  shouted  "Encore! 
Encore!"  till  I  thought  every  single 
blessed  one  of  them  would  be 
hoarse  for  a  month.  So  Blue 
gave  another  blare  at  the  saxo- 
phone and  Mud  shouted  to  me: 
"Come  on,  Clarice,  do  your  bit," 
and  then  they  started  up  again 
and  suddenly  I  remembered  an 
old-fashioned  dance  I  had  learned 
at  Miss  Elliot's  Select  Academy 
for  Young  Ladies,  and  I  flipped  a 
leg  quite  easily  over  the  mouth 
of  Blue's  saxophone  and  then  we 
were  off  singing  Blue's  song  once 
more  while  I  kept  time  to  the 
music  with  my  dance. 

Everyone,  that  is,  all  the  rela* 
tions,  clapped  and  shouted  and 
Encle  Ebenezer  stamped  up  and 
down  the  floor  looking  just  like  a 
great  big  red  cannon  firecracker 
that  might  go  off  any  minute. 
I  thought  I  had  never  heard  so 
much  noise  in  all  my  life  for  all 
the  relatives  had  picked  up  the 
words  of  Blue's  song  and  were 
shouting    it    at    the    top    of    their 


And  one  time  she  caught  me     lun?s  an<J  as  SOOn  as  it  was  finished 

I  _      J  -J.     "T-.ll ....       —  


by   the   arm   and   said:    "Tell    me, 
Clarice    dear,     how    many    Santa 


Clc 


auses   are   there,    anyway 


And  all  the  time  Blue  Mont- 
gomery was  doing  his  little  bit 
to  make  things  bright  and  cheery 
by  accompanying  the  gramophone 
with  his  saxophone  and  Mud  and 
Turk  shouting  the  choruses.  And 
Mud  told  me  the  fourth  time  I  met 
him  coming  in  from  the  hall  that 
it  was  one  of  the  best  parties  he 
had  ever  been  at.  I  began  to 
think,  too,  that  there  was  some- 
thing to  be  said  for  an  old-fashioned 
Christmas  although  I  didn't  ex- 
plain my  part  in  it  at  all.  Then 
Blue  roared  at  the  top  of  his  lungs: 
"Now.  gentleman,  please!  To  the 
tune  of  'A  Wee  Deoch  and  Doris'." 
And  the  saxophone  blared  out  and 
Mud  and  Turk  began  singing: 
Just  a  grand  old-fashioned  Christ- 
mas 

In  a  good  old-fashioned  way: 
Hot  stuff  in  the  punch  bowl 

And   toddies  on   the   tray. 
A  kiss  for  every  pretty 

And  lots  of  wholesome  fun. 
If  you  keep  old-fashioned  Christ- 
mas right 

There's  sport  for  everyone. 


didn't  Blue  roar  out:   "Come  on, 
boys  and  girls!     Let  her  rip." 

Just   a   grand   old-fashioned 
Christmas 
In  a  good  old-fashioned 

And  then  just  as  I  was  feeling 
that  the  roof  would  come  down 
with  all  that  noise  and  everyone 
laughing  and  singing  and  shouting, 
what  with  Blue,  assisted  by  Mud 
and  Turk  and  me  flipping  my  legs, 
didn't  I  see  Dad  standing  in  the 
doorway  and  he  was  looking  on  in 
the  most  surprised  and  bewildered 
way  I  had  ever  seen. 

So  I  shouted:  "Come  on,  Dad, 
come  on  in  and  have  some  good, 
old-fashioned  fun,  for  it's  just 
starting."  And  then  I  saw  Uncle 
Ebenezer  capering  across  the  room 
to  Dad  and  he  was  shouting: 
"Come  on,  Hector,  come  on." 
And  Blue  roared  out  at  the  very 
same  moment:  "Come  on,  boys 
and  girls.  This  time  we'll  take 
the  roof  off." 

Just   a   grand   old-fashioned 
Christmas 
In  a  good  old-fashioned  
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And  this  time  Aunt  Sarah's 
cut  glass  chandelier  quivered  and 
shook  so  that  I  was  afraid  it 
would  come  down.  I  saw  Uncle 
Ebenezer  trying  to  put  a  fool's 
cap  on  poor  old  Dad  and  somehow 
Dad  didn't  seem  to  be  entering 
into  the  spirit  of  an  old-fashioned 
Christmas  in  the  very  least.  He 
told  me  afterwards  that  he  expected 
it  was  a  bit  too  old-fashioned  for 

him. 

*        *        * 

To  Be  Continued 

Oh,  do  not  ask  for  promises 
To  still  the  sweet  uneasiness 
Of  never  knowing  whether  this 
Will  be  the  last  disturbing  kiss. 
Let's  be  afraid  there's  nothing  in  it 
Beyond  the  current  golden  minute, 
For  if  we  seek  a  guarantee 
Of  love,  we  are  no  longer  free. 
Devotion,  though  a  pleasant  trait, 
Is  likely  to  precipitate 
A  drought;  and  loving  by  a  vow 
Implies  the  shoulder  at  the  plough. 
So  let  us  worry  day  by  day 
And  wait  and  wonder  life  away, 
Though  where  that's  getting  us,  I 

do     ' 
Not   know,   my   dear,   not  yet   do 

you. 

Margaret  Fishback 
in  the  New  Yorker. 


Narcissa 
When  in  the  mirror  of  a  crowded 
lift 
I  glimpse  my  gleaming  nose  and 
tilted  hat, 
This  is  the  substance  of  my  mental 
drift: 
"How   long,    I    wonder,    have    I 
looked  like  that?" 

— New  Yorker. 

Do  you  want  to  have  aches 
and  pains  all  your  life?  See  us  at 
once. — Adv.  in  the  Hadleyville 
(N.M.)    Call. 

We'll  be  right  over. 

— New  Yorker. 

The  pilot  of  an  ancient  flivver 
had  lost  his  bearings  on  a  dark  and 
stormy  night  and  was  desperately 
scanning  his  dilapidated  road  map. 

"Well,"  he  mused  to  himself, 
pointing  to  a  place  on  the  map, 
"If  that's  Coonville  Centre,  I'm 
all  right,  but  if  that's  a  fly  speck — 
Gawd  help  me!" 

— Exchange. 


ROLEX 

QjH LeaderMplccura 
ai\i  (Qeautu 

The  span  of  your  life  will  not  measure 
the  service  a  ROLEX  wrist  watch  will 
give  you. 

Unfailing  accurate  service  it  will  be, 
for  Rolex  is  the  product  of  Geneva's 
finest  craftsmen. 

Behind  each  Rolex  are  world's  records 
which  no  other  wrist  watch  has 
achieved — records  established  under 
searching  conditions  in  the  world' 
famed  observatories  of  Kew,  Geneva 
and  Neuchatel. 

See  Rolex  in  a  wide  variety  of  the  most 
fashionable  designs  at  the  nearest 
jeweller  s.  Rolex  prices  and  styles 
are  uniform  throughout  the  Dominion. 


THE   ROLEX  WATCH  COMPANY,  LIMITED 

8  Wellington  Street  East,  Toronto,  Ontario 
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Rastus'  Mistake 

"How  come  you'  in  jail  again, 

Rastus?" 

"A  case  of  mistaken  identity." 
"Who  dey  mistake  you  foh?" 
"Didn't  mistake  me  foh  nobody. 

Ah    mistook    a    prohibition    agen' 

for   a   good   customer." 

— Detroit  Free  Press. 


A  Scotchman  owned  a  store. 
For  several  weeks  his  business 
was  not  what  it  had  formerly 
been.  He  decided  to  give  a  gift 
to  each  customer  on  a  certain  day 
and  placed  a  sign  in  his  window 
on  the  day  appointed:  "Coat 
hanger  and  cigar  lighter  given  free 
with   each   purchase." 

The  people  swarmed  his  store 
and  each  customer  received  a 
nail  and  a  match. 

— Chanticleer. 


Not  Guilty 

Judge:  "So  you  broke  in  the 
store  just  to  get  a  ten-cent  cigar? 
Then  what  were  you  doing  at  the 
safe?" 

Prisoner:  "Your  honour,  I  was 
putting  in  a  dime."  — Life. 

*        *        * 

"Lo,  Sam.  Ah  thought  yo'  was 
sending  us  a  chicken  fo'  Sunday 
dinner." 

"So  Ah  was,  George,  but  it  got 
better." 

Utah  Humbug. 

Judge:  "Did  you  or  did  you  not 
strike  this  woman?" 

Landlord:  "Your  honour,  I  only 
remarked  that  the  wall  paper  in 
her  apartment  bore  fingerprints." 

Judge:  "Two  years  for  knocking 
her   flat!      Next  case." 

—Belle  Hop. 
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What do  you  think? 

JJ  prominent  young  # 

]RCQM  graduate- 

thinks  this  copy  better  than  any  whieh 
hs  appeared  for  BritishGmsols  Cigarettes. 
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Won't  you  please  buy  some 

Christmas  Seals?7" 


"Waiter,  we  want  chicken.  The 
younger  the  better." 

"Then  hadn't  you  better  order 
eggs,   sir?" — Wahrc  Jakob,  Berlin. 


Sara:     "I     wonder     why     John 
jumped  in  the  river?" 

Jack:     "I     guess     there     was    a 
woman  at  the  bottom  of  it." 

— Drexerd. 


House  President:  "We  can't  very 
well  phone  the  police  about  that 
sorority  not  pulling  their  shades 
down." 

Pledge:  "I  tell  you  it's  out- 
rageous." 

H.P.:  "As  far  as  that  goes  you 
can't  see  anything  from  here,  any- 
way." 

Pledge:  "No,  but  just  stand  up 
on  that  table  and  take  a  look." 

— Coleman. 


"At  night  I  could  not  sleep  for 
thinking  of  you." 

"You  darling." 

"Yes,  there  was  a  saw  mill  near 

that  reminded  me  of  your  snoring." 

— Der  Brummer,  Berlin. 
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Christmas  Shoppers 

United  Cigar  Stores  are  veritable 
treasure-houses  of  Christmas  Gift 
Suggestions —  "  Smokes  "  of  course, 
and  lots  of  other  feminine  and  mascu- 
line things  are  there  for  your  inspec- 
tion, amid  quiet,  unhurried  surround- 
ings. Ladies,  particularly,  will  like  the 
courtesy  of  United  salesmen.  Take 
your  Xmas  list  to  a  United  Store. 

UNITED  CIGAR  STORES  LIMITED 
Canadian  Owned  and  Controlled 
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CHOCOLATES 

AT  ALL 

UNITED  CIGAR  STORES 
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UNITED  CIGAR 
STORES  LIMITED 

CANADIAN  OWNED 
&  CONTROLLED 
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Quick  Relief 

Ut    CUTS 


BURNS 
BITES 


D  odd's  Antiseptic  Healing  Ointment 
is  a  safe,  soothing  treatment  for  all  skin 
abrasions,  infections  and  irritations.  Its 
powerful,  antiseptic  action  prevents  infec- 
tion of  open  wounds  and  enables  the 
exceptional  healing  qualities  of  this  famous 
ointment  to  quickly  relieve  pain  and  irrita- 
tion and  bring  about  a  speedy  recovery. 

Oodds 

Antiseptic -Healing 

OINTMENT 

for  cuts,  burns,  scalds,  bites,  sore  feet, 
abscesses,  old  sores,  boils,  eczema,  piles, 
ulcers,  hives  and  all  diseases  of  the  skin. 
Absolutely  pure  and  non-irritating.  An 
excellent  after-shaving  treatment  for  tendei 
skins.  Heals  small  cuts  or  chafing  and 
leaves  the  skin  smooth  and  soft. 

Keep  a  tin   on   hand  for 
regular  and  emergency  use 
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50c  At  All  Druggists 

SEND   COUPON    BELOW 
FOR    GENEROUS 


FOR    GENE] 
TRIAL  TIN 


MR.  ARCHIE  McKISHNIE 

well  known  as  a  leading  Canadian  author  and  a  well  skilled 
instructor,  is  the  Director  of  our  Short  Story  Writing  Depart- 
ment. He  is  specializing  in  the  work  of  Constructive  Criticism 
of  stories  which  have  not  found  a  ready  market.  Writers  are 
invited  to  correspond  with  him.     Please  address — 

Shaw  Schools,  Dept.  O.G.,  Bay-Charles,  Toronto 


Graft 

Pedestrian  (to  Greek  fruit  mer- 
chant): "I  say  there,  Kotsonotos, 
there's  a  dog  out  there  in  front 
eating  your  fruit!" 

Greek  F.  M.:  "Well,  what  can 
I  do?     He's  a  police  dog." 

Retort 

A  fraternity  had  sent  their  cur- 
tains to  the  cleaners.  It  was  the 
second  day  that  the  house  had 
stood  unveiled.  One  morning  the 
following  note  arrived  from  a 
sorority  across  the  avenue: 
Dear  Sirs: 

May  we  suggest  that  you  pro- 
cure curtains  for  windows?  We  do 
not  care  for  a  course  in  anatomy. 

The  chap  who  left  his  shaving  to 
read  the  note  answered: 
Dear  Girls: 

The  course  is  optional. 

— Ski-V-Mah. 

*  *        * 

The  Reason 

They  were  interviewing  the  old 
patriarch,  one  of  the  oldest  men  in 
the  world.  "Now,"  he  was  asked, 
"to  what  do  you  attribute  your 
great  age?"  Anxiously  they  await- 
ed his  reply.  He  was  a  sturdy 
mountaineer,  overflowing  with 
health  and  spirits.  What  would 
be  his  answer?  No  smoking?  Lots 
of  moonshine?  Exercise?  Life  in 
the  open?  Plenty  of — their  specu- 
lations were  suddenly  cut  short; 
he  was  speaking.  "Wal,"  he  said, 
"I  reckon  I'm  so  old  because  I  was 
born  so  long  ago." 

—  The  Kitty-Kat. 

*  *        * 

You  Can  Bank  On  That 

New  Bank  Clerk  (dictating  and 
in  doubt):  "Miss  Jones,  do  you 
retire  a  loan?" 

Stenographer:  "No,  I  sleep  with 
Aunt  Emma." 

— The  Kitty-Kat. 

*  *        * 

Daughter:  "Mother,  there's  a 
grammatical  error  in  the  Bible." 

Mother  (quite  absentmindedly): 

"Squash   it   right   away,    dear.      I 

bet  that's  the  very  thing  which  has 

been  chewing  on  the  bookmark." 

-Lion. 

*  *        * 

Farmer:  "Here,  coloured  boy, 
come  out  of  that  hen  house." 

Mose:    "Talk  sense,  boss,  how's 

I  comin'  out  when  I  ain't  in  here?" 

— Aggievator. 


A  Still  ^fitter 
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Let  It  Bring  Christmas 
Joy  to  Your  Home 
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ALL- ELECTRIC 
NO  BATTERIES 

ELIMINATOR^ 


HAT  gift  would  be  more  appreciated  in  your  home  than 
a  Batteryless  Radiola  18  .  .   .  the  most  popular  receiving 
set  on  the  market? 

Radiola  18  incorporates  the  most  advanced  features  yet  its  new 
low  price  makes  unrivalled  value. 

In  this  model  you  have  simplified  operation  direct  from  any 
lighting  socket  ...  six  Radio trons  ...  a  powerful  Radiotron 
Rectifier  .  .  .  one  dial  tuning. 

The  mahogany  cabinet  is  finished  in  rich  walnut.  Tuning  is 
still  finer  and  you'll  be  amazed  at  the  volume  and  realism  of 
tone.  See  your  dealer  to-day  and  have  a  demonstration  of 
Radiola  18  with  C.G.E.  Loudspeaker  100-A. 

25  cycle  $170™  60  cycle  $165™ 

Complete  with  Radiotrons 


ndiola  1 


CANADIAN    GENERAL    ELECTRIC    COMPANY,    Limited 


Model  DME 
Complete,  $17.00 
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Every  Parker  Fountain   Pen 

Desk  Set  comes  in  a  special 

Christmas  Gift  Box,  furnished 

without  charge 


Newest  Fountain  Pen  Desk  Set  for  Christmas 
$17  to  $20 


Genuine  Parker  Duofold  Foun- 
tain Pens  stand  in  these  new 
Desk  Statuette  Bases  at  any 
angle,  ready  to  your  hand,  or  lie 
flat  out  of  arms'  way  and  harm's 
way. 

Ink  in  the  pen,  pen  in  the  mov- 
able socket.  Pen,  though  used  a 
hundred  times  a  day,  is  never 
mislaid. 

Point  always  moist  and  ready 
to  write  instantly  with  famous 
Parker  Pressureless  Touch. 
Jewel -like,    Non -Breakable   Per- 


manite  Barrels,  28%  lighter  than 
rubber.  Pens  *Guaranteed  Against 
All  Defects.  Five  flashing  colours. 

Duofold  Statuette  Sets — com- 
plete, $17  to  $20,  depending  on 
size  and  finish.  Others,  $6.75  to 
$100. 

Look  for  "Geo.  S.  Parker — 
DUOFOLD"  on  barrels  of  pens, 
because  the  pen  is  the  vital  part 
of  any  Desk  Set. 

At  all  good  dealers. 

THE  PARKER 

FOUNTAIN  PEN  COMPANY,  LIMITED 

TORONTO  3.  ONTARIO 


*The  Parker  Duofold  Pen  is  made  to  give  lifelong 
satisfaction.  Any  defective  parts  will  be  replaced 
without  charge  provided  complete  pen  is  sent  to 
the  factory  with  12c.  for  return  postage  and  regis- 


